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of hie thoughts. 
summer sunshine. 


want to go there, miss 
Marton Grange nowa- 
in his tone which proved 


Sare you don't 


his words were not meant as an impertinence, 
There was a significant stress on the word 


" never” which made her think less hopefully of 
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“It's a mabvter 
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Mes, Nairn fs ex- 
bub you'll never stay 


th you, I'll give the box to 


to live at Marton Grange,” 


; “and I should be very glad [f you 


the way there, 
your bag wi 
fn the morning ; 
not given to idle curfoslty, nor yet to 


Sulll the bewildered look on the man’s face, 
still the amazsd surprise fn his manner. 

“ You cross over the stile, and keep to the path 
acroas the fields,” he directed. 
of three miles, and you can’t miss the way 


pecting me.” 
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talking to strangers, yet ehe could not refralo 
from fog once more to the man. 

ee not?” 

He turned away sheeplehly. 

“Reckon you'll find cut soon enough, miss, 
withoub my telling you }” 

Ip was not a propitious commencement, 

Iris had to think over all the advantages of the 
place again and again before she could shake off 
the impression of the porter’s words, 

Tt had seemed to her a perfect fortune when 
she obtained Mrs. Nalrn’s situation, She had 
sadly overworked at Kenalogton, and-the 
pal, a good woman in the mafn, If rather fond of 
exacting too much from her subordinates, told 
her she must make a change. 

Miss Dary! was welcome to atay aj Cambridge 
House till she found else, but she had 
far better seek an easier situation. A week later 
appeared the advertisement which offered a 
‘‘qulet country home and liberal salary to a young 
lady who would the education of a 
little ve tg beet aig ee oe Ad, ms 
out m ope, shawl q ; 


Oe tasty weno o 
6 reply was ding. came setae 
of post, and engaged hi Tiananue ) 
bundred a-year | : 


Miss Stone was delighted. She assured Iris | a 


Marton was {x the healthiest parb. of Yor! 


and she would goon get well and strong fp the )earte 


“ to Irie, seemad hunaced 
a 
Bp ne for care of one ne she had 
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her a fortune, oS Si oy 

She would not let the porter’s manuer damp 

her content. Caution whlepered to her knew | 
absolutely nothing of Mrs. Nairn, wha. 

turn oud an adventaress, for aught she $ 

hope retorted Miss Stone had considered things 

perfectly satiafaccory, and she was an experienced 

woman of. the world, 

Iris determined to look on the bright aide of 
things. As to nobody to Marton Grange, 
that would hardly affect Perhaps Mrs. 
Nairn was. widow, and bad lived In great seclu- 
sion since her hueband’s death, Anyway, she 
would nob begin by taking up foolish fancies ; 


and this wise resolve brooght her into a long, 


winding lane, evidently the high road from Marton 
pe, next village, since a waggon was lumbering 
along. 

Isis stopped, and asked the driver if she was 
on the way to Marton Grange. He answered 
** Yes,” but there was an amazement on his face 
which told her he shared the porter’s surprise at 
her deatination, 

She walked on bravely, Fresh beauties met 
her at every step. The hedge on either slde was 
radiant with wild flowers. Beyond lay the corn- 
fielde, where scarlet poppfes raised their heads 
fearlessly among the wheat. There was not a 
building of any kind in sight; only the cloudiess 
blue sky above her head, and all nature’s marvels 
around, 

Iria forgot the porter’s strange manner, and 
gave herself up to the delights of the scene, 

Never since she came to Eogiand had she been 
amid such beauty. After three years in a London 
wabarb, it was simply bliss to wander of her own 
eweet will down that picturesque lane. She must 
surely bo happy at Marton, just for the beautles 
around her. 

The next carve {n the lane brought her to a 
low, red brick cottage, from whose gabled chim- 
neys the smoke rose cheerfully. A waman stood 
at the gate in a sun bonnet, looking down the 
Isne, Iris atopped involuntarily. The thought 
came that ehe might have reached her destl- 
nation, 

"Te thia Marton Grange?” 

“ Yea, rolas,’’ returned the woman, pleasanily, 
“itis. Be you the new governess?” 

Tris admitted her identity, 

*Tbhe master have gone to meet yon,” replied 
the lodge-keeper, civilly. ‘‘ Happen he was 
late. You've only to keep to the avenue, mises, 
eud you’il soon be at the house. My boy’s ont 
or I'd send him to point out the way,” 
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chestnut avenue with an intense relief that 

med a person who did nog express 

arrival, The woman's worde had 

‘eassuring too, Her employers had cared 
about comfort to send to meet her, 
was pleasant. 

Mrs. Nairn was nota widow, so there must be 
some other reason for her secinded habits, Per- 
haps she was.en. Invalid. 
avenue ended abruptly, and Iris found. 
& beantifully-kept Hower garden, with 
bounding {i in every direction save 
where stood 5 little white gate, 
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pormneey. he wis a whose age It was 
Tans to guess, She was between thirty 
and fifty-five ; but whereabouts In the quarter 
of a century between to fix her age you could 
not tell, 

She was tal), and had no figure. If you had 
taken a lengthy bolster (an attenuated one, with 
not too many feathers) and tied it In loosely— 
ob, very loosely, about a quarter of the way 
down—you would have had a very good idea of 
Janet Thwattes, She always.wore black. It 
was never old and never new, You always had 
a kind adhe eae ae et 
made a very long time ago, yeb you cou 
never have called them shabby. 

The face was long and square In shape, with a 
somewhat massive jaw. It was of one colour-—a 
description which, perhaps, needs ¢ ning. 
There are some faces which never: fr , and 
never tan, which are nob particularly fair, and in 
youth are deemed pale. As time goes or; this 
pallor fades into a neutral whitey-brown tins ; 
the Mps, ashamed of their bright red, grow pale 
by sympathy ; the eyebrows and lashes, never 
very perceptible, fade so as to become quite In- 
visibie, 


These complexions are nob very rare, 1 have 
seen some half-dczen In my life (men and 
women), but I never met a person affileted with 
d, ib ia an sfilletlion—with- 
ont di Depteint or warp in their 















Iris declared thie was needless, and tarned into 





coloured and very scanty, She wore the front In 
bande down the side of her face; the back was 
hidden beneath a prim, black cap, . The only 
thing white and fresh about her was her apron, 
a marvel of snowy calico, Janet’s aprons were 
her strong point, and served a double purpose— 
not only did they increase materially her demure 
appearance, but she was apt to derive much 
oceupation from roiling the corners. 

If you spoke to the woman ten to one but she 
wos twisting and untwieting the folds of her 
apron as she answered, She never looked you 
straight In the face if you were watching her. 
Sometimes you felt positive her small ferret-like 
eyes were fixed on you ; but if you glanced up, 
far from detecting héf In the act, Janet was seen 
to be busy with her apron, 

“'T shall never like that woman!” flashed 
through Irla Daryl’s mind as she answered tho 
servant's respectful greeting, bud she only sald 


aloud,—- ; 
a aes Mrs, Nairn and her litle girl quite 
= 


aspect, : 
you're tired, ma'am }” sald Janst, 
affably, as Iris consented to go to her room. 
“ Dinner {¢ not till seven; bat I'll bring you 
some tea {f you like to lle down a bit rest 





She wanted wip uip Tai soles ten ed & 
Sarely the mo’ ve a 
amcor ogen, Sanh her after the long journey. 
Page rapt hating oo ewe hog ja 
it. Ba pa— ought—ehe gone 
“ with pf aren ” to the station. 
Iris determined to find out. Overcoming 
her repugnance to Janet by an effort, she sald, 


: while county seems very pretty. I never hac 
a nicer walk than from the station here 1” a 

" Yes, ma’am, the country seems very pretty. 

This was qupenine. Had the woman no 
vocabulary of her own, Muat she always phrase 
her sentences after the model of Irie. 

‘* Te the little girl at bome ?” 

“ The little fs at home, ma’am.” 

‘\T should like to eee her.” 

“You will eee her presently, ma'am,” seid 
Janet, to the girl’s Intense relief, at last. wording 
a sentence for herself, ‘ and not mistake R 
you'll soon see a great deal too much of her. 

With that she fiang open the 


epacious bedroom, 
to enter. Then, with a promise of tea, she 
diseppeared, ‘ 

Poor Iria | 


She was not nineteen, Ever since she came to 
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hair was tow: 









youree 
Kindly words, but Iris did nob feel grateful. ~ 
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looking after twenty children under twelve and 
their wardrobes. 


This situation ob Marton had seemed to her 
hopesavery haven of rest, One little gicl to teach, 
a refined home, and a liberal salary! Yet, asshe 
threw herself wearlly on a chair, she felt more 
dispirited than she had ever done amid the nolsy, 
cheerful bustle at Cambridge House, 

What mystery hung over Marton Grange! 
She was convinced that there was one, She was 
only a girl in years, but she had quick perceptions 

ready intellect, 


you sew signs of vast 
niggard hand; on the other all spoke of neglect 
merging Into decay. 

aut a elgh she closed the window, and ant 


we. 
She had nothivg to complain of In the room 
allotted to her. It was age and airy; but 
there was something even In ite space and lofti- 
ness alarming toe solitary girl who had only, in 
the last few months, been promoted from super- 
vising a large dormitory of nolsy children to a 
tioy slip of a room whose solitade was Its chief 


c 

Woy, the large, old-fashioned bedstead fn Itself 
measured more square feet than the little room 
{rls had beed so proud to occupy. Its dark 
crimson hangivgs had 6 weird; old-world air ; the 
floor was polished to a dark brown, and the walls 
panelled halt- way up in the sante hue. 

There were thick tapestry roge scattered about, 
and the furniture was good and massive; bat 
there was nothing homelike or bright about the: 


room, 
Iris thodghb she should never care for 1b, and 
tte size . A large ecreen, evidently 
Snaesalt apd aretones Sy eaty'thes the zi] halt 
grotesquely ugly that 1 half 
ahuddered ; and the large sofa bad such a stiff- 
eet alr that [t would have seemed almost treason 
to recline on {t. 
There was 9 good-sized table placed near the 
window, and a hage arm-chair drawn up to ft, 
. In this Irfs ensconced herself, wishing very 
much she might go to bed, instead of an hour 
= -half later joiniog ber employers at the late 
oner. . ’ 
She wondered [ff is was Incumbent on her to 
change her dress. Her box was not yet come; 


but in her were lace rufiiss and ribbons, by 
the help of which, perhaps, her quiet black cash- 
ere would muster, 
Oh! Mra, Nairn would come and let 
her get the first introduction over. ™ 
She was not left alone long, ten minutes at the 









Ny hare age genie anne oy 
see & stranger, or ighb ay. In 

Iris had talked herte'f into quite a cheerfal 
frame of mind, and made a dozsn good exouses 
for Mra, Nairn’s non-appearance before the gong 
rang out Ite dreary summons ; and she turned to 
leave hér room, some good chance would 
enlighten her ao to the direction of the dining- 
room, since at present she had not the faintest 
idea of ite whereabouts. 

She made @ pretty picture an she went slowly 
down the broad, oaken staircase, 

Iris wore her plain black dress ; but she had 
draped the front with avoid lace handkerchief, 
knotting [tat the bosom with a bow of crimson 
ribbons, and the sun fell on her hair, giving It a 
golden glory. She might have been taken for 
some fair young daughter of the old house rather 
than s poor little governess, whom no one had 
deemed it worth their while to weicome, 


She paused at the foot of the stairs, wondering | y 


which way to turn. There was no sign of a ser- 
vant to show her the dining-room. No pleasant 
rattle of _— and dinner betrayed the nelghbour- 
hood of that apartment. 

‘* Miss Daryl, I belleve t” 

s A gentleman stood facing her 
with grave earnest face, He wore the regulation 
black evening enft, and there was a late white 
rosebud {fn batton-hole. | 

He was a strikivgly-handsome man, dark, with 
abundant brown hair, large, expressive eyes, 
fentures well-cut and faultlessly regular; but 
there was something a trifle hard about his month, 
and Iris felt, as she met his eyes, that they could 
look very cruelly on anyone who offended him. 

He emlled graciously at her evident heafta- 


on, 

“J must fatrodace myself,” he said, slowly, 
“IT am George Nairn, and I am very glad to 
welcome you to Marton Hall. My wife is nod 
coming to dinner to-night, so you must accept 
AE phe ws té the room where we take our 
mi 


Nothing could have been more perfect than 
his manner. His courtesy never bordered on 
familiarity. He mentioned hie wife’e absence as 
a matter of course, evidently thinking it quite 
—— the governess should dine téle 2-téte with 


Iris felt {t would be mock humility to object, 
to she accepted Mr, Nalrn's arm and went ia 
oe 

su ry er. @ repash wae laid 
for three, and the third person was already seated 
fn the master’s place wi the head of the table— 
an old map, with long, shaggy white hair and 
fierce, angry expression. He was very old and 
very feeble, Iris enw that at once, and a damb 
fear assailed her. Was be quite in hia’ mind / 

Mr, Nairn understood at once. 

" Have no fear,” he sald, gently. “ My uncle 
is very old, and nearly helpless, but he retains his 
Intellect as clédr as ever, Unfortunately he Is 
ey Roa almost entirely 20, so I fear It is useless 
to introduce you. Sir Douglas fs the true master 
of Marton Grange. My wife and I are only his 


guests, 

The dinner proceeded. It was perfectly served, 
and Sir D showed « tolerable amount of 
‘I chofce of the various dishes, He 

weldom, and never looked at Iris 
¥ was on the table, Taon he 
aaeaey her eons xp stared 
a scrutio more éager t pleavant. 
that ptrl, ef” 
gias if himeelf was spt to 
were similarly afiiicted ; his 
whispers were usually andible at a long 


the question perfectly, and blushed 

Natrn her an apoloegeife glance 
ih ‘ [ 

verness.” 

wiy and fn a high key, but 
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time after time, The child ‘I! asver live to want 
book learning, All she needs le to know how to 
get to Heaven, and maybe she knows that now 
without any teaching.” 

Mr, Nairn turned to Iris, sadly. 

“And he epsaks thus of my only child. A 
dozen times a day I have bo listen to it, Confene, 
Miss Daryl, I need to be a patient man?” 

Iria looked her sympathy. 

“Ta your little girl so delicate, really | 

Mr, Nairn paused. 

“T don’t believe ft,” he said, slowly. ‘' { never 
did; but the old man haz made up his mind she 
fs going to die, and I am afraid he hes converted 
my wife to his fears. Mrs, Naira 1s a very nervous 
woman.” 

"Moat mothers are anztous abouts the health 
of only childres.” 

"Which proves that only children ore a mis- 
take,” said Mr, Nairn, slowly, “ Mies Dary/, tf 
ou can do anything to cheer and brighten my 
wifo, you will be doing a real service, and one of 
far more value to us than turning out my little 
Gertie s learned lady.” 

He spoke so earnesily that Iris began to pity 
him. He could nob have a very lively home, 
poor man, with old Sir Douglas ever propherying 
evil, and his wife a nervous, faucifal woman. 

Iris thought she understood the cordition of 
thinge at the Grange now, and asked,— 

“Is Mrs. Nairn well herself ?’’ 

“ My wile enjoys perfect health—bodily.” 

He made such an ominons pause before the 
last word that Iiis felt frightened, seeing which 
he added hastily, — 

“My dear young lady, my poor wife can inapire 
you with nothing but pity and affection. She Is 
& very sweet-tempered womar, but she lives only 
in her ‘affections, She wae never of strong 
fatellect, and the auccessive lose of three children 
has altered her terribly, She seems as {f nothing 
could make up to her for the little ones who are 
gone, Shelives only now for Gertrude. I don’t 
think she has « thought, an idea, not concentrated 
{n the child,” 

Iris felt her heart ache for the bereaved 
mother. 

7 do nob wonder,” she enld, warmly. "It 
muat be a terrible blow for a mother to lous thres 
children.” 

Mr. Nairn looked a trifle grave. 

* And {¢ is nothing for a man to lose his boys 
and see hie wife sinking into a coufirmed, morbid 
fovelid, because she makes no efforh to throw off 
her grief! Heaven kuowe I sympathise with my 
wife ; bat, Miss Dargl, there ls such a thing ne 
scrrowipg overmuch, Sluce the day her youngest 
boy died, Mrs. Nairn has refused to cross the 
threshold, She has never passed throvgh the 
lodge gates since our boy was carried through 
them ‘tc his faneral. She never opens a 
book. She never write: a letter. She sits 
for hours with Gertrude on her lap, usither of 
them uttering a word. Taey were both fadin 
like two flowers on one stalk, There was nothing 
for {b but to exert my authority, Tae life was 
bad for my wife. It was killing the child, 
There was no help for it bud to advertise for a 


Iris trembled, A most anwelcows fear had 
occurred to her. Could it be that Mrs, Nairn was 
opposed to the scheme? Had she objected to the 
advertisement, and did she mesn to treat the 

verness a3 an interloper? 1 really looked like 
ft. Iris fancied this explained Mre, Natrn’a 
mysterious absence, She longed more than ever 
to. get the firs) meeting with Gertie and her 
mother safely over. 

She rose, She had eaten some early straw- 
berries, and ifitle os she knew of English 
etiquette, she was aware ladies did nob linger 
while gentlemen took thelr time. It was pras- 
fog hard to be there sloce--to have to teke her 
own position. She rose quletly, and asked 
Mr, Nairp,— ; 

‘May I go to Mrs, Nulra now?” 

' T will take you wyeelf.” 

Janet remained bohfud. Ite felt she sawa 
peornfal smile pass over the woman's faca as she 
followed Mr. Natrn frona the room, 

They weut back to tha entrance hall, down a 
long corridor to the left wing of the house, Mr, 
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Nairn knocked at a green balze door, bat no 
answer came. He took & pars key from his 
‘ket, unlocked the doer, and Iris found herself 

& very ow dhe aguas er 
Here ali was bright and tastef You would 
nob have ¢: to find such a room in the old 
a . It was divided into two by rich Eastern 


curtains drawn quite closely, and from the other 
side of these Irle heard a aweet voice singing,— 


" Rose of the blushing and gay, 
Soon as we pluck thee fading away.’ 


A frown crossed Mr, Nairn’s face. 

"J hope you bave good spirite, Miss Daryl I 
waro you you will need them here!” Then 
pushing aside the curtains he-held them back for 
her te enter. 

To her life’s end Iris Daryl never forgot that 
scene. The room was beantiful as fairyland ; the 
evening sanshine fell upon {b, Ugbting it up with 
a soft brilliance. But she saw nothing of the art 
treasures, the triamph of wpholeterer’s skili dis- 
played around, She had eyes only for the living 
figures in the picture, 

In a low chatr sat s young woman dressed In 
white muslin, her broad, biack ribbons alone 
marking that she was in mourning. 

At her feet, her head pillowed ia her lap, re- 
clined a white-robed child, The resemblance 
between them was marvellous. The same pale 
golden hair ; the same pale, colourless complexion ; 
the same china-blae eyes. Bat while the child’s 
facs was bright and hopeful the mother's was sad, 
with a dumb despair stamped upon its atill 
features, There was no animation, no epirit, in 
Mrs, Nairn’s countenance. Beautifal she must 
be ever, but it was more the beauty of a statue 
than of a living, breathing woman. 

Iris stood epell-bound, Never had she seen such 
» lovely pair, never bad she seen such a sad picture. 
Mr, Natirn’s volce fell upon her ears, and spell 
was broken. 

Helen,” be sald, quietly, and Irle noticed 
his voice betrayed no sign of emotion, or even of 
impatience, ‘Helen, this fs Miss Daryl, the 
young lady you engaged as governess to our little 
Gertrade,” 

Mrs, Nalrn never moved or spoke. Poor Iris 
wondered what to do. She advanced a step nearer 
and held ont ber hand. 

**T shall do my beat,” she said, gently, ‘I 
am so fond of children, and they generally ilke 
me.” 


e. 

Helen Nairn looked at her slowly, a strange 
distrust gleaming in her light blue eyes. 

“ Where have I seen you before!” 

The question took Iris by surprise. 

‘I do not think you can have seen me, I only 
came to England three years ago, and, elnce that, 
I have beea ar & school.” 

"Have you a mother!” 

*'I cannot remember her. My father was all 
I had, and I lost him three years ago.” 

Mrs, Nalrn’s face softened just a shade. 

“You loved him then! You were always 
together ; you were all he had!” 

Yes, we were never parted for a day.” 


Mrs, Nairn put her hand on her cbild’s head. 
Gertie Is all I have—mgy life, my joy, my all | 
I only live for her sake, and you have come to 


part us.” 

Irfs forgot Mr, Nalen’s presence, forgot the pliy 
abe had felt for him {n bis domestic trials, She 
conid only think of that bheart-broken mother, 
ron fiavg herself st Helen’s feet, and took her 


“I conld not part you and Gertie, Mre.- Nairn, 
ii I wished it ever so, You are mistress fn 
your own houee, and I am only here to obey your 
wishes. If you really object to me, { will go away 
to-morrow; but I was so tired of achool-life, 
the work there fz so-hard. It seemed like a 
holiday to coms here and have only one little girl 
to teach.” 

A emall voice Interposed,— 

“T like her face, mother,” sald Gertie, sieaply. 
“And her halr’s like the angele’ in my picture- 
book, Let the pretty lady stay, mother dear, to 
please me.” 

Mr. Nairn had turned on his heel and left 


gaan ti nor child had once addressed 
** You eee,” sald Helen Nairn, sadly, " you have 
turned her heart “pee me already.” 

“No,” pleaded , “she won't love you less 
because she has someone else to care for her, dear 
Mra. Nairn. A child’s heart fs. not so small ft 
can only hold one person. If you will les me 
try, I think I can win Gertle’s affection. Bat she 
can never love me I know, of course, as she does 
her father and mother,” 

“She has gob no father,” sald Mrs, Nairn 
hastily, to Mise Dary)’s bewilderment. 

‘She meant Mr. Nairn,” said. Gertie, quickly. 
*' Perhaps she does not know, mother,” added 
the little girl, with s strange Intuition, 

The mother looked at Irie. 

‘* Tf only he had not brought you I might have 
liked you. ‘You are so young, and you look kind 
and mercifal.” 

“Indeed, I hope yn will try to like: me,” 
pleaded poor Iris. “I have nob a friend tn York- 
shire. My life will be sadly lonesome and dreary, 
Mrs. Nairn, if you and Gertie will not like me 
just a ttle.” 

“Did you ever ses Mr. Nairn before?” de- 
manded Gertie, ‘What made you come here }” 
“T did not even know there was a Mr, 
Nairn,” replied Irie. “I answered an adver- 
tisement fn the 7imes, and a letter came, saying 
that Mrs, Nairn had engsged me se governess to 
her little gir). I don’t Bnow bow I got the 
notion, but I fancied Mra, Nairn was a widow.” 
‘*Then you are not his apy?” asked Helen. 
“Indeed, indeed,” said Iris, ‘I am not. I 
came here believing I should have a happy home 
with a lady and a Uttle girl, I never dreamed of 
belpg 8 apy.” 

The uext question was bewlldering. 

" What do you think of Mr. Nairn?” 

“I don’t kaow,” sald poor Iris, “He seems 
very anxious about Gertle—and about you.” 

"Did he ye Ae make you think me mad!” 
“Ob, no, told me you were very sweet- 
tempered, but that trouble had made you sad 
and quiet,” 

Helen took the girl’s hand and drew ber 
nearer, 

‘*T am going to trast you, Mlss Daryl,” she 
eaid, simply. “Iam too weary and too heart- 
sick to reason about Ip; but I know I like your 
face, You will be true to me, won't you, and 
protect my child ?” 

"I will Indeed.” 

The woman whose great sorrow was stamped 
upon her brow, stooped and kissed the girl whose 
life romance was all to come, The caress sealed 
the compact ; these two henceforth were friends, 
the fair-haired child the great link betweer 


Iris went to bed that nighd resolved that 
whatever m overshadowed Grange 
she would never leave the house of her free will 
ee Nairn and 


Taen, as she brushed out her sunuy hair, and 
caught a glimpse of her face In the glass, it 
flashed upon her why Mrs. Nairn had thought 
her features xo fam{llar—they were her own. 

Irie, in her humility, never dreamed she could 


identical with Mre. Nairn’s ! 

What did it mean} 

Her father had been an only child, 
mother had no slater. How in the world cou 


pillow. Her last waking thought was that what- 
ever mystery hung over the Grange, her own 
course was clearly to comfort Mra, Nairp, and 
help her to cheer the little child whom old Sir 





the room. Iris did not remark till dsys later 


CHAPTER IL 


Ins woke the next morning with a vague re- 
collection that something had kappened. 
She sat up In bed and looked round the room, 
so different from her tiny sanctum at Ken- 
sington. She missed the buzz of girlish volces 
in the next apartment, the of the 
bell which daily roused the fuhabitants of Cam- 
bridge Houee, and bit by bit the truth came back 
to her. This was Marton Grange, and she wag 
governess to Gertrude Nairn, whom her mother 
declared had no father, 
Iris thought over the whole scene, pondered 
over every incident of the evening before, and 
came to her conclus!on quickly enough, 
Mre, Nairn disliked and distrusted her hus- 
band. Between the master and mistress of this 
beantiful home a great gulf yawned, and {ft had 
anes, eee strange way by their own 
d, 
Mr. Naira had sald the Grange belonged to Sir» 
Douglas, but ib was easy to see that he enacted 
the part of master, Could ft be that, viewing the 
estate as his own, he mou: ued that he had no gon 
to come afier him? Was It possible he would 
rather have parted with little Gertrude and saved 
one of her brothers? Conld he have led this 
reach his wife; and, in her weak, pervoue state, 
poor woman, had she taken up the notion he 
wished fll to the child ? 

Wild as thie theory seemed, {) was the only one 
Iris conld think of. 

At dinner the night before she had been half 
inclined to pity Mr. Nairn ; but since she had 
seen bis wife all her sympathy was for the mother 
and child, 

Surely, plausible as was his manner, polished 
as his courtesy towards herself, George Nairn 
must have failed grievously in some duty towards 
his wife before she could gravely assert In hie 
very presence that his child was fatherlesse— 
before she could have tanght Gertrude herself to 
speak of him as ‘ Mr, Nairn.” 

Iris wished she had remembered to foquire the 
hour of breakfast. None of the family looked 
like early risers. Still lb was better to be pre- 
pared, and so It was barely elght o'clock when 
Miss Daryl went downetaira in her pretty 
mornulng-gowa & knot of cherry-coloured ribbona 
at her throat, looking the brightest thing that 
had been seen at Marton Grange for many » 


day. 

Janet Thwaltes was etanding ab the dining- 
room door as Iris passed. Her apron seemed to 
require a great deal of attention this morning. 

“What time te breakfast!’ asked Irie, 
pleasantly. 

‘Whatever time you like, miss,” replied the 
woman civilly, “ Mrs. Nairn and Miss Gertrnde 
never come to ft, and the master fs mostly with 
Sir Douglas. You can have it in balf-an-hour, If 
that'll do.” 

Irfe sald {t would, and went out into the fresh 
alr, feeling the shadow on the house must be 
greater now than she bad feared, if none of. the 
family ever met at meals, 

She was walking round the foreign-looking 
verandah which ran along three sides of the 
house. Most of the rooms opened on to iv with 
glass doors. Ciimbing ivy and monthly roses 
crept over the woodwork. Here and there were 
chairs. Iris was juat goiag to alt down and enjoy 
the view when a voice called her. 


of 

Iris yet more by dayligh : 
i’ Pe ior ova aibi™ stniaht niily, 
kissed Gertrade, and shaken hands. 
with Mrs. Nairn. “ Janet told me you never get 





Douglas had said was only fit for Heaven, 
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“We havea few minutes still; leb me show 
you the view from the back of the house. It is 
generally admired very mach.” 

And well it might be. Standing high, the 
Grange overlooked # wide prospect. The York- 
shire moors rose on one side ; far away on the 
other rolled the sen. Iris felt the tears come 
into her eyes. 

“Tt ia so very beautiful!” she sald, half 
apologetically, “ I never thought England could 
be so lovely |” 

" My child,” said Helen, sadly, ‘‘dont cry be- 
cause things are beaatiful; save your tears for 
real troubles, What ia it, Gertie!” for the child 
was pulling at her sleeve. 

% » he has just come out!” 

Mrs. Nairn turned abruptly. 

“We will go fu. I can show you score another 
time, What do you think of the Grange, Mise 
Daryl 1” ! 

‘*Tt is the loveliest place I ever saw |” 

“Ah} How old are you }” 

** Jast elghteen.” 

. They were sitting. at breakfast wow.; Mrs. 
Nairn presiding wlth a quiet grace which proved, 
no matter how trouble had depressed her, her 
good taste and delicate perception of a hostess’s 
duties were quite unimpared, 

“When 1 was eighteen,” she sald, as she 
handed Iria her coffee, " I was like you. 1 belisve 
I thought no place in the world could be so bean- 
tifal as this! You see, it was my home,” 

Iris etarted. 

“Then you came here a bride!” wondering 
whether In those days Mr, Nairn had been less 
distastefal to his wife. 

"No; I lWved here all my childhood. | was 
elght years old when Uncle Douglas brought me 
here from my father’s death-bed, I grew up as 
his owa daughter, and I think uo girl ever had a 
happier childhood. It almost breaks my hears 
when J thiok how different things are for 
Gartie!" 

The child stole one little hand into her 
mother’s. . 

“Tam quite. happy while I have yon!” the 
action seemed to say. 

Icls listened eagerly, hoping Mrs. Nairn would 
make _ alluston = = a poo none 
came, presently they left the room, and went 
back to the verandah. 

“T was thinking about you all jast night,” 
sald Mre. Nairp, quietly, when Gertie and her 
doll were out of hearing, “‘and the more I 
thought, the more bewildered I grew |"’ 

** 16 is ao simple,” pleaded Iris, “if yon would 
only belleve me! Mr, Nairn advertised for a 
governess, The situation sounded just such an 
one as I was seeking, and I applied for it. I 
never had an ides, when I reached Marton, but 
that you had engaged me ; in fact, I believed you 
“a widow !’ sae 

believe you Helen, preseing one 
hand wearily to her achlvg head. ‘‘I like your 
voice, 1b sounds so true. But, Miss Daryl, it is 


* You will despise me!” sald the poor woman, 
feebly. ‘‘ And yet it would bea relief to tell 
someone, just to pour out my grief! Bat, Mieu 
Daryl, we must be cautious; and if Mr, Nairn 
once thought you and I were friends, you would 
leave the house the next day!” 

Tris shuddered, 


“Ts it as bad as that?” 

It la worse !—-far worse! I must not speak 
more now ; later I may tell all. Bat, Miss Daryl, 
let me warn you of two things—Janet Thwaites 
is bia apy ; J phalleny Be out she carries back to 
him ; and {f you want to help me and my child, 
keep friendly with my husband i” 

She had given poor Irie no eaxy task, Frank 
and o by nature, the girl hated the very 
th t of her pro role, but she believed in 
Helen’s wrongs. She would have done anything 
fn the world to serve her; and so when, ten 
minutes later, Janet eummoned her to an Inter- 
view with Mr, Nairn, she did her utmost to carry 
ou’ bis wife's Instructions. : 

His manner to her was unchanged. The same 
attentive courtesy, the same asllken tone ; but 
Iric fancied, ae he shook hands with her, his 
dark eyes searched her through and through, 

"You uave made — with my wife,” 
ed said, blandly. “What do you think of 

? » P 

A trying question, but Miss Daryl answered 
demurely,-— 

“I think Mrs, Nairn must have been a very 
beautifal woman |” 

Her husband smiled, 

“She waz the loveliest of her sex! . Bat you 
have misunderstood my ques‘ion. J mean, what 
did you think of her health ?” 

Which Iris foterpreted to mean, — 

“What do you think of her sanity? How 
much has she sold you, and how much do jou 
believe }” 

“IT thiok she {a moping,” said Miss Daryl, 
oN "Why don’t you take her to the sea- 

ry ” 

** She won't go. Change of air has been re- 
peatedly advised, but she obstinately refuses to 
leave home.” 

LAP geod some of her people to stay with 

“You are fertile fn prescriptions, but, an- 
luckily, they are all unavailable. My wife has 
ho ‘people’; like myself, she Is an orphan and 
an only child.” 

**f am quite sure she ought to be roused. If 
she had not taken such an anfortanate dislike to 
me, I would kmve proposed trying to persuade her 
to go out,” 

“Then you think she does dislike you, I 
she had taken to you.” 

Iris tried not to teli a deliberate untruth, 
found it very difficalt, 

I think Mrs, Nairn would hate anyone who 
between her and Gertie, She has told me 
meaus us only to do lessons two 
and that she shall stay in the room 


! She cannot be a good judge of 
she takes you for a stern discip- 


seitect 
Le 


F 
ree 


“ Gertrude fe naturally her first thought,” said 
Iris, “ Perhape, when Mrs. Nairn overcomes her 

j , she may not care always to super- 
tend our studies.” ; 

“ And you don’t mind her interference {’’ 

“] have no right to mind it. A governess ex- 
pects to find drawbacks to such an ble situa- 








“You must not call yourself friendless any 
longer. I assure you I should be proud to be 
yeur friend, if only in your sweetness you will 
endeavour to pnt up with my wie’s capricasn. I 
will do my best that she does nob interfere 
materially with your comfort,” 

It reminded Irle of Helen’s warnlog that when 
ahe left the dining-room she found Jane Thwaites 
so near the door as to leave no doubt she had 
been listentng. 

Nearly a week passed by, Lessons were begun, 
and Mre. Nairn mostly lay on her sofa during 
thelr progress. She never spoke a word te Iris 
the whole house might not have overheard, She 
seemed quite to have forgotten her promise to 
confide in her, It was only one evening when 
Mr. Nairn had gone toa dinner. party, and Janet 
Thwaites was {no bed with a bad toothache, that 
Helen appeared suddenly at Miss Daryl’s door, 

* Gertie is in bed, there fs no one downstairs, 
For once I can speak withont fear, Will you 
come to my room }” 

Iris was wearing a bine dressiog-gown, for she 
had been about to retire to rest. She linked ber 
arm ia Mrs. Nairn’s and went downstairs with 
her to the room where they bad first met. 

A stranger would have taken them for sisters ; 
an artist would have liked to paint them together 
as it Hope ” and " Despair,” - - : oe 

Helen Nairn fastened the door carefal!ly, turned 
down vhe lamp, and then began her story. 

“*T can tell it you beat In the faint bail-iight ; 
then, ff you despise me, I shall not ase the 
scorn written In your eyes.” 

"T shall not desplee you,” sald Iris, soothingly. 
“T have learned to love Gertle so dearly that I 
could not think harshly of her mother,” 

“Twas only your sge,” said Helen Nairn, 
wistfally, ‘when { made my firat great mistake. 
I had never known a care. My life had been all 
sunshine, for my dear old uncle half worshipped 
me, and poured ont his wealth too gladly to give 
me pleasure. They told me I was beantifal, that 
apert from my fainre fortune, many a man 
would have been too happy had I smiled on him, 
I don’s know if that was true, bub I do know that 
the only man I ever cared for—-he whom J madly 
idolised-—cast never a thought to my uncle's 
wealth, but loved me for myself,” 

Iris stroked the hand she still held careselug!y 
as she replied,— 

“ Love such sa that must bave made you happy. 
Sarely then you had nothing left to wish for} 
Your lot sounds perfect.” 

‘Tt does, indeed. I was happy, and my whole 
life might have been unclouded but for bimi” 

There was no mistaking the bitter stress 
mpon the pronoun, Irie felt she alluded to her 
hasband, 

* He mado mischief between you }” 

"He did. I must have been mad with folly, 
George Nairn was my ancle’s steward, snd being 
the son of an old friend, Sir Douglas recelved 
him as an equal, and he was often at the Grange. 
My ancle trusted him in all thing», and I believed 
him worthy of that confidence, He it was ven 
tured to hint to me thas Vere Tempest sought 
me for what I had. Mise Dary), I cannot éxplafa 
{bto you, I au it was infatuation, my 
ernel suspicions, but I was deceived. I velfeved 
the proofs Mr. Nairn brought forward—they 
reemed so conclusive, There was, indeed, no 
flaw in his chain of evidence, unless [ had been 
clever enough to guess he invented the whole 


story. 

“Tt was not for long years after that I knew 
the truth. I had a stormy Interview with my 
lover. He was proud, and, hurt by my want of 
faith, would deny nothing. I might belfcve what 
I pleased, he told me ; if I could not trust him f 
was unworthy his love. Miss Daryl, it is more 
pes ylery! bay ba I have never seen him «inca, 
and yet thought of that partiog with Vere 
Tempest pains me even now.” 

“Tt was bis fault,” cried Iris, decidediy, ‘' he 
ought to have ex % 

Mrs. Nairn shook her head. 

"I ought to have trusted him. Besides, I was 
rich and-he was poor, I should have reco!lected 
how sensitive that would make him.” 

** And you married Mr, Nairn }” 





“No, Ibelleve he wished {t. I think now 
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thas wae what he plotted for ; 
wary to excite my by 
bopes. He went to London for 
seldbeatee tt When 
vw 4% 

erties 


. Fehrs biiad you must have th aes? 

% you very sympa ‘or ons #0 
young, Ican’s tell you why I married, 
face baanted me. Perhaps I thought I should 
forged him when I wore someone élee's wedding- 
rag —but I never did,” 

And your bueband }” 

od Nairn smiled falntly, a 

, almost worshipped me, 6 waa years 
older than I, a banker of enormous wealth, He 
had never heard of my engegement..to his 
brother, It was such a short ume, and the 
secret had been kept well,” 

Iris opened her eyer. 

“ You married Mr, Tempeat’s brother t”* 

Yes. I knew he loved me. He was the one 
pervon fe the world I trusted, and it seemed to 
me---don’s tremble so—it seemed to me I must 
forget Vere when I was hls slater,” 

“ And you never saw him }” 

‘Never once! He was in the army, and at 
the time of the rupture with me he 
into a foreign regiment. As time wenb on and 
awe recelved firm refusals to all his entreaties 
to Vere to come home, he grew uneasy, 

‘Iris, here is where you will blame me; I 
know I blame myself. I could not tell my hna- 
band his brother would nos come to England on 
& vislt because he shrank from meeting me, and 
when I found Roger was taking up the notion 
Vore bad believed himself the heir, and resented 
the of our children because they stood 
between him and wealth, {t seemed such @ snths- 
pate explanation I let him go on in his mie 
take." 


“It was unkind, but how could you help ib?” 
{0 was selfish, bat I have been punishei, 
My marriage was not happy. Roger idolised me 
and the children, and he was so good ; he had 
sil his brother’s trath and constancy, He was 
not the love of my life, bat yet I mourned him 


very really when four years ago he left me, He Vv 


died abroad. We had lived in France for some 
tacnths, and the end was sudden at the last; 
there was no time for him to alter his will even 
had he wished 1,” 

“ And you came home? ” 

Mes, Natrn shook her bead, 

“No; Uncle Dougias was falling even then, 
T had no one vary near to me in Eogland, I pre. 
ferred remaining where I was, The old lawyer 
who bad managed my husband's pffairs came 
over to explain things to me, Then I knew the 
evil Lhad done. I never dreamed I could work 
Vere any more harm unill I listened to Mr, 
Danvers,” ; 

“* Mr, 
soart ¢” 

“You Do you know him }” 

*' He ie my guardian. He came over to Toaly 
te fetch me when papa died, and found me my 
eltuation at Miss Stone’s, He has been very 
kind to me. He keeps all my father's papers, 
aad told me once perhaps there would be & little 
money for me when I came of age, only I was 
uot to count on ft, because [bh was quite un- 
certain. X lIfke Mr, Danvers, Mrs, Nairn. I 
think you might trast “him,” 

‘I do; bast you will hear soon I have put it 
out of his power to help me, My husband's will 
waz dated after Vere's last refasal to apply for 
leave to come to Kogland, and his name waa not 
even mentioned fn it, Everything poor Roger 
had be bequeathed to ma for my life, At my 
death one half was to go to Roger, our eldest 
bog, and the other hel? to be divided among the 
other children, Ii Roger died young the next 
brother was to be his heir. . If aii toe children 
died before thelr tosjority, then I bad power to 
diepose of the fortace by will, and fovest the 


Danvers! Does he live fn Pamp- 











Vere’s | dear 


Icis tarned to her with a bleached face, 

“ You cannot think——” 
“I dare not think,” replied the other, I 
never have an casy moment when Gertie 4s out 
I let her have neither food nor 


young life, it {seven more importan 
pro. mine.” | 

0 is terrible!” 

“I eald-you would despise me,” 

“Idon’t despise you, dear, I pity you more 
than words can way ; bub ob, I hope, I trust you 
are mistaken | " 

“You have not heard all." 

“No. You have yet to tell me how you came 
to marry Mr, Nairn,” 

“I don’t know,” 

Iris started. 

** It le quite true,” sald Heien, alcapiy. "Re. 
member I did nop know then how he had deceived 
me about Vere, I was and lonely, Mr. 
Danvers was so much incensed at Vere being 
ons over in the will that he would have no 

tercourse with me, eave on the most formal 
terms. My uncle was old and helpless, I had 
pat an impassable barrier between myself and 
ere. I was friendlesa!” 

“ Sarely not?” 

“ Well, lt seemed so, I tired. of France, I 
wanted to come home, I could not live at the 
Gr & young widow, with Mr. Nairn, an un- 
ptt 2 man, domesticated there, He — 
we should marry ; I refused him twice, ‘hen I 
heard (I know now he started the rumour him. 

his visita to me were creating & scandal, I 
bringing a shadow on the name that was my 
*s. I had not a shadow of regard for 
Nairn, but I thought he was a clever, 
good, pradent man, who would be a kind father 
the children, and so two years and half ago 

I married him,” 

‘And was he kind to you—at first?” 

I cannot eay he has ever been unkind to ms, 

f hareh words and brutal conduct I have no 
complaints, I found 


world to me, and he was nothing. 
baby girl, She died, and the last 
us was broken,” 

“‘ Were the children afraid of him,” 

'* They never ‘ took’ to him, but none of them 
ever called him unkind. After baby went Roger 
began to droop. We had a doctor from York to 
meet our own attendant, They called the 
Gisease low fever, and sald he would soon be well, 
In three months he was gone. 

**Miss Daryl, the others followed, ‘The doc. 
tor declared it was low fever, They were not 
strong children, and drooped and died, I 
have read dozens of medical works, and I confess 
my boy’s symptoms were those of low fever-— 
bat I have never felb easy since, I never sald to 





you see no one f” 
"No one.” 
" It nist be lonely.” 
“Its, I brood over my griefs tfll I feel well- 
nigh distracted. Miss Dary 


spinning. 
I have striven to do 


"TI don’t understand,” 

“Listen, Diseases of an Infectious kind are 
carried in the clothes, I never let the gardeners 

beyond the white gate you noticed, I wil! 
Loveus dhiliconabent the toons Old nurse or 
T always follow Gertle wherever she goes, We 
only let her walk in the park. She never goes into 
the grounds unlew no gardeners ore about. 
Excep' yourself she has seen no one from beyond 
the Gravge for months, Sarely my unfailing 
iris felt arly. wocaeth In 

Tris felt y ing was wrong. . 
Ing to enact the Si dulyiog Home to her chiki 
Mra, Nairn seen eaven, 

PF ptreson ety ed if 7 Sarely Hee 4 
Lord more,” whispered. ure @ Wo! 
take care of Gertie.” 

"She fs all I have,” 

Silence, then the mother started up. 

"You don’t mean you think her fl! } 

"She looks so delicate,” answered rls; “ and 
has euch a sad, grave face, Oh! Mrs, Nairn, 
is like a flower that has never seen the sun- 

! " 


” 
"She has me!" 
“ T should ike to see her laugh and play with 
children !”’ 
“You don't understand. She is all I have. 
I must take care of Gertie,” 

It was throwing words away. Iria felt poor 
Mra. Nairn had, good cause to be careful 
of her only child, She wondered {f the precan- 
tions and prevestatives with which her mother- 
love had hedged in the Hbtle gir! would aval). 

Iris herself had a strange recollection of aa 
old spyfog that no plant too much watered 
thrives, and ehe feared dimly so it mighs prove 
with Gertie, She had never been able to forget 
the old uncle's remark that first night, ‘' Gertie 
is only fit for Heaven 1” : 

She dared uct repeat that to Mrs, Nairn acy 
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mort than she would have ventured to remind 
her that In the old "siry-tale she had quoted, the 
princess did find a spinning-wheel, although they 
bad been banished from her father’s kingdom, 


we ee 


CHAPTER It, 


Time passed on antil Iris Daryl bad been 
three mopthe 80 Marton, She had improved in 
health. The fresh, country air, the easeful life 


. and luxuries which surrounded her had changed 


the thin, fragile-looking governess into a bloom. 
ing girl; buo for the deep sympathy she felt for 
Mra, Naizn, Iris would have been completely 


Bot the mystery which hung over the Grange 
asever, Mr. and Mrs. Nairn rarely 
met. They never touched each other's hands in 
the most ordinary greeting. Helen made nob 
the attempt to hide the averslon with 
which ahe r him 


egarded Fi 

Between the two Iris often felb perplexed. In 
her sympathy for the scrrowing mother she felt 
shrinking from che casy-going, prosperous 
er of Marton ; but when she thought over 
matter calmly she acknowledged she bad no 
anything sgainst him. 
an honourable, upright life—or seemed 
was & good master, a faithful friend and 
to poor infirm Str Douglas; and, in 
Rasaggok sialaeatinn te-banvent 

an eration to her, an 
fond of Gertrude, 
retirement in which the family 
more into his company ‘than she 
Nairn, in her strange fear of all 

rned her child, declared Miss Daryl 
wise offend Mr. Nairn lest che should 
by a leas acceptable teacher, 

"I can trust you!” the poor woman would 
hisper. *' Iam not jealous, even though Ger- 
you. If once he suspects I ike you 
you away. Don’t make bim angry ; 
he tells you i ami foolish and fancl- 
with him when he wishes lt. If only 
‘anet Thwaiter think you on their alde 
be well.” 
oor Iris could nob refase a request 20 urged. 
accompanied Mr. Nairn on some country 
and even went with bim to York on a 
ing. He always treated her with a 
cordiality, and as the tloe wore on he 
attempt to hide from her his knowledge 
suspicion, 
been with us three months,” hé 
one day when he met her fo the 
You bave seen me day after day. I ask 
think I seem the kind of man to 
against {Innocent children to enrich my- 
wife thinks me e murderer. I dare- 
aay she has told you as much }”’ $ 


afUEE USD E ocr PaEE aPEE OA EEL el EE 
eee ritt eet ne tte 
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He looked up attentively. ' 
‘And morbid feelings freely indulged in lead 


to madnees. Mise Daryl, I often fear that un- 


rte — would call my wife fossne,” 
t no} - 


"Don’t you know the firat symptom of Insanity 
is aw dislike to those the tg, Tomy, paver 
loved, Look’at Helen’s fe. When I 
her she was s most brililant creature ; she de- 
lighted in muaie and books, she held her own In 
society like a queer. Now she never opens the 
plano or takes up a book, while her persistent 
deniaisof herself to visltore have so offended our 
uelghbours that from month's end to month’s 
end nob s creature comes near ue.” 


“I know of no remedy save one.” 
“ And that is 1” 


“ You will not tell her § Remember Mise Dary?, 
to be successfal the remedy muat: be sudden and 


“You ma on my not éolog anything 
whleh auld kn sentort Mr Nalrn’s recovery. ' 


j 





He looked at her sharply. 

“The one chance of saving bor intellect is to 
separate her from her child!” 

“* It would kili her!” 

He shook his head, 

“Tt would destroy for ever her morbid fancies, 

Once let her see that Gertie alle nothing, and 
can be tly well and happy without the 
terrible she feels for her, and Helen would 


be herself : 

“Tf that is your remedy I am sure ib cannot 
answer, Mrs. Nairn would never consent.” 

‘* Bat how ff her consent were not asked |” 

* You would not be eo ernel,” 

* Miss Daryl, try to look at the matter from 
my side, Iam not an old man.” 

“I never thought you were!” 

"I am barely forty. There may be thirty 
years of life left me! Must Eepend them all like 


“Qould you nob be separated!” asked Irie, 
Gene y if _ feel like this, you would ba 
a 


"] shall never be happy again!” returned 
George Nairp,mournfully. “Two years and a 
half ago I made a om mistake—I married a 

me.” 


woman who did not 

“But if you were $” urged Iris. 
"* Sarely you would forget ?” 

“It we were parted, it would not give me back 


my freedom !—would not suffer me to offer my 
hand where wo has strayed, Miss Dary|, 
me 


Ib was an awfal moment to Iris Daryl. Pare 
and innocent as she was ahe could nob misunder- 
stand his meaning, He was actually daring to 
tell her, that he, a married man, loved her, The 
shame and misery of it seemed more than she 
could bear, She was Helen Nalrn’s friend, and 
at her request she. had given more of her scclety 
to Mr, Nairn than she cared to—and this was 
the end. With one indignant bound she had lefd 
his side,and sped awsy ac faat as her feeb would 
carry her, 
an” Nairn watched her until she was out of 

o. 

‘* Will she carry the news to Helen, I wonder ?” 
he asked himself, “ Hardly ; my last disclosure 
will effectaaily make her hold tongue. If 
mite os ogwe geen Benger acd om arma baa | 
the child {t will only be what Helen has suspected 
for months. Well, I was born to be a rich man, 
and I can’t help what ateps I have to take to 
accomplish my deatloy.” 

Iris hardly notloed where she was going. She 
did nob know in her agitation that she had walked 
toiles, and had Fang mnoerenives beyond the 


boundariles of » and was 
reaps ce mane yg sd eso 
ville, a near r whore 

nome she had never hear?, —- fe 


Worn oud with trouble and excitement she 
flang herself on to the fallen branch of a tree ; 
and eltting there, with her head buried in her 
handa, she aobbed as though her very heart was 


What could she do? She longed to run away 
at once, and never seb foot in the Grange again ; 


that morning had made her as inclined to suepect 
him of any evil as hie poor wife herself, Evidently 
he meant, ab any cost, to the child from 
ber mother, aud they would need poor Iris more 

. What fa the matter?” 

Tris started to her feet, and saw a gentleman 
psy ting Hogan en =~ 
might have been the same age sa George Nairn, 
bas his was s very different countenance ; honour, 
mr aga compassion were stamped upon his 





"My poor child!” he sald, gravoly, ‘‘ what ts 
the matter! Oan I not help you!” 

“Tam nota child! "sald Iris, a little indig- 
nant even then at the mistake, and guessing that 
from her plain white dress and untrimmed straw 
hat he had taken her for some little vijleger. 

She started to her feet; then, for the firet 
time, he saw her face, and, to hor surprise, his 
own grew very pale, 

“Helen!” he exclaimed, hastily, ‘But no, 
it ts impoesible |” 

Irle caught ut the words. 

“ Did you take me for Mre. Nairn} Are yous 
fclend of hers ?” she erled, impulsively. 

‘*T was struck by your resemblance to her! [ 
have nob seen her for mapy years.” 

“ Bat you are a friend of here 1” 

"I would do « great deal to help her, for 
“a «4 Tempest’s sake ; but——’’ 

forgot she had never seen him before, and 
that she had felt very angry with h{m for thinking 
her a child, She cried eagerly,— 

“Jf you are a friend of hers you will tell me 
what todo, You will help me!” 

He amiled 


" T feared I had offended yon rather serionsly 
by offering you my ald.” 

“ T was foolish |” 

“Nay,” he sald, gently, “I startled you, Bat 
when I came upon you first I thought Phad 
found some child in trouble,” 

‘*T arain great tronble.” 

" And you willlet mehelp you? We will ait 
down comfortably on this old tires, and you shall 
tell me allabout it. Bat, first, can you explala 
your bewildering likeness to Mrs, Nairn!” 

Iris shook her head. 

“She notices it hereelf, so I suppose I must be 
like her. Bat Iam no relation, I never evox 
heard of her till I came to be (ertle’s governess 
three months ago.” 

** Gertie’s governess! And what fe the helrees 
like?” 

"She fa the sweetest child you ever saw ; 
bat-—-’ 

“But what? And may I not know your 
mame }” 

“Tact Iela Daryl, I cannob explain to you 
about Gertie, She te not i, Ole Sir Dongtas 
always saya ehe fs only fit for Heaven, and 1—I 
have just the eame feeling |" 

* And you were crying over li?” 

“No; not over that,” 

*“Whatthen! Miss Daryl, 2¢ good ever seb 
came of ahalf-confidence. if I am to help you I 
must know all,” 

“Bat Mr, Nairn!” Iris shivered. I think 
he would kill me if you told bim.” 

"Be easy. George Nairn acd I. are nob oi 
speaking terms, My hostess, Mrv. Melville, bac 
a great antipathy to him,” 

Poor Iris told her story. She keph back 
nothing save the fact of Mr, Nairn's admiration 
for herealf. Brom the surprise of the porter ou 
her srrival at Marton, to George Nairn’s delara- 
tion his wife's reason waa falling, ahe poured omt 
her story, 

"You will help her?” pleaded Iris, ‘2 
04 {t would kill her {f Gertie were taken from 

er!” 

He alghed, 

{remember herthe que . of Marton Grange, 
the favourite of all the country-tide, If any 
fatare ever looked fair {b was here ; and she bas 
come to this!” 

** Bot you will eave her 1” 

** Miss Dary!, of all people {n the world Iam 
the one least able to interfere, A!i that I can 
do muat be by stealth. If we are to do any good, 
you must never mention this meeting to a crea- 
tare at the Grange.” 

“J will not! ob, I will nob! Bot what do 
you think? If you knew how my brain eches 
with trylug to find out what to »cileve!” 

‘*Balleve anything you like of George Nafrny, 
and, however bleck you imagine him, you will 
not wrong him. He is a fiend! I cannod tell 
you half the wickedness he has. wrought, and yet 
so cleverly that he is able bo pote as a reepectable 
man, Money fs his god! Have no fear that be 
will do anything to shorten h's wife's life, sfnoe 
only through her could he hope to inherit the 
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Marton property, which brings in ten thousand 
e-year {” 

“Bat Gertie and the llvtle boys?” 

Toe stranger hosttated 


Tones knew Mrs, Nairn well. I don’s think the 


she fs vag ve to ee idea without 
grounds. I should say that not actually 
— the death of the children he hastened 
t.”” 

** Mra, Nairn says the Vicar thought her sus- 


. pictons absurd.” 


* Dear old man! he is eo gufleless himself ft 
would be easy to deceive him. Bueslden, Nairn 
leads a model life here, and fs rather pitied than 
otherwise ta the neighboarhood.”’ 

**Pitied |! Het’ 

“Mrs, Nalen’s condact has made het most an- 
popular. Indeed, she has acted in such an 
eccentric manver that the rumour of her fn- 
eanity—carefully spread 10 doubt by her husband 
—is steadily gainiog ground." 

Tris started. 

*" You don’t believe it ¢” 

“I fear I was near doing so tilI met you. O! 
course, I can see the man’s drift now. With 
Helen tn an asylum, Mr. Nalrn would be the real 
owner of the Marton property, and of Vere 
Texgpeat’s if he could get rid of the child!” 

Irte her 6 In entreaty. 

** Bab you will save her 1” 

“Personally, I am powerless; but this much I 
can do, An old lawyer, « friend of mine, is in 
some sense Gertrude’s trustee. I can persuade 
bim to come down here and see Mrs. Nairn. If 
he invited her and her child on a visit, I don’ 
ace her husband could prevent their going ; and, 
once away, ft would be easy for her to refuse to 
return,” 


* And shall I tell her t” 

** That met met Certainly not.” 

** No, ® I tell her what Mr. Nairn con- 
templates #- I seems ernel to hide [6,” 

Tt would be critelty to reveal it, Miss Daryl. 
All you can do for Mra. Nairn fs to keep as much 
with her as possible, and ff that wretch should 
attempt to shut her op In an asylum, find out 
the address and send [t to Mra, Melville. I need 
nob warn you if her mother Ja removed from the 

range, you must watch over Gerile by night 
and by day.” 

*Tt seems so terrible that anyone should be 
#0 wicked just for money !" 

“*There are few thinge people won’t do for 
money. When you are a woman you will know 
that to be rich fa your destiny. It doesn’b 
er many hearts you break fn reaching 


Iris shivered. 

** Please don’t talk like that!” 

oe, aon : though believed tn 

> sounds as you no- 

thing,” she said, sadly. 

hd I have cause,” Then, his voice chang- 
fag, “ Belleve me, Mies Daryl, I may trast very 
few people, but I have faith in you. For your 
seks I wilido what I can to serve the unhappy 
indy of the Grange.” 

* Did she ever offend you?” asked Iris, ‘' You 
esem to dislike her.” 

*Dolt” 

“You would not if you saw hernow. She 
ssems just like one whovze very heart is broken.” 

“Poor Helen!” returned the stranger, 
slowly, “and 1 remember her the merriest girl 
in Yorkshire, Miss Daryl, if I sm to catch the 
last traia to Yorkshire I must leave you now. 
Good-bye!" 


CHAPTER IV. 


Tris thought that day the longest she had 
ever spsub. Ib was so to afb with Mra. 
Nairn and ssy nothing of all that had happened. 
aan spsnt the afternoon qulte quietly with the 

; : 


Helen fancied Gertie was unusually tired and 
languid ; she seemed not to care to play, but 
sat with her golden head resting lovingly on 
Miss Daryl’s shoulder, 

"If she is not better to-morrow I shall send 
for ths doctor,” declared Mrs, Nairn, ‘and her 





cough Is so troublesomé. Gertie, you must take 
tae a ee you go to 


The child sighed as though she did not ilke 

prospect, and Iris hoped Mrs. Nairn would 
forged it; for, to her mind, poor Gertle was 
quite a martyr to the various remedies kept for 


Aa fb pened, Mra, Nairn did forget, and 
Gertie was allowed to go to bed without any 
mention of the —_ ; bat the mother, 
who was indeed more fn neel of remadies 

a tablespoonful for 


i” ahe said, 
an exctse for 


| 


“Narse saw him He told her he 
should be away three or days, Iria, I 
wonder if {b is wicked of me, but when he {s away 
I feel so safe?” 

Iris herself had 
Mr. Nairn’s absence, Ib was delightful to think 
she need not see him for come days. Bat what 
if he had gone to London to carry out his crael 
scheme, and brovght back some unscrupulous 
doctors who would declare poor Helen of unsound 
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Thwaites met her on the verandah, 

“TI should think you’d like your breakfast 
alone this m Daryl?” she sald, not 
unelvilly, ‘Mrs. Nairn has not even 
get up yet.” 

wil 


* With her mother, I suppose. 
Miss Daryl, or have your breakfast.” 
“T think I'll have it, please, Janet, I feel 
hungry.” 
Bat she had not sab down to it when the 
wan 


hardly begun. 
“Mother's sleeping still,” she sald, c 
lovingly to Irie. .‘*And I'm ao tired. My 
kept me awake a lot.” 

“She's just taken a dose of the mixture,” 
sald nurse, paola vig Sages ‘The mistress 
had left {t om the table, She do sleep soundly, 





i 
E 
: 


if taken in time,” he told her, is only the 
ay See ee ee 

“T have done my best,” was his -COns0- 
lation, after he had given this advice. “Even if 
Natrn fs not straightforward be would not dare 
attempt anything rapid; and If once I detect 
the sym) that troubled me last time, Ger- 
pene go to London ff I kidnap her 

So Dr. Garnfes had jast snfficlent distrust 
of Mr, Nairn to make him very tender sad 
patient with poor Helen. More than once she 
had sent for him because Gertrude “* seemed 111,” 
when he knew the child alled nothing ; but he 
never failed to obey her call just because 
he always had an uneasy sort of trouble 
might come. 

He and Iris had met more than once, so that 


“No; she her cough 
night. She took some of the mixture you sent 
a4 Boon as she was up, and now she bas fallen 


alr, her mother’s 
ts Sibe fe dead 1” he oald, . “She must 


arse, 

Bree Ayo nt) contre inp: bape 
Bs except her cough, when went 
my 2 She ‘tn her mother’s room, and my 
room opens from {t, The two outer doors were 


{n.” 


mixture when che went to bed,” 

Dr. Garnies’ face changed. 

“I must see her!” 

They left the dead child with the old nurse, 
Iria to kiss the sweet, calm face before 
she Dr. Garnies to Mre. Nairn’s room. 





locked all night; no one conld have come 
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drawing away the curtain, stood gazing on the 


ulet features, 
" “We need nob tell her,” he answered. “ Miss 
Daryl, Heaven bac been very merciful to her. 
St le with her child!" 

(twas even so, The bottle of cough mixture 
must have been abstracted from Mrs, Nairn's 
m added as to 


the cruel belonged to Janet Thwattes or 
Nairn; it was never clearly 

w No doubt it never occurred to them that 

Mrs. Nairn would take some of the medicine as 

well as her child, ; 

There was an inquest, and the verdict recorded 
was ‘‘death from missdventure.” The bottle 
discovered on Mcs. Nairn’a table, though precisely 
similar to the one holding the cough mixture, 
bore no labs], and the theory suggested by the 
lawyer who ‘'watched the case” for George 
Nairn was that in a fib of nervous abstraction 
the poor mother had taken the wrong bottle in 


No in their heart believed this; bub tt 
could not bring back Helen and her little girl 
to life—to prove her husband was a murderer, 
It would benefit no one to take vengeance on 
the wretched man, so he and his accomplics 
escaped scod free ; but neither Jane Thwaltes nor 

sometime maater «ver showed their face in 


+ 


5 


Mr, Danvers obeyed the summons poor Iris 
of the tragedy that wae 


“*You see, my dear,” told Iris, “I loved 
Vere Tempest as my own son, and I was 
nant a hie slater-in-law’s being enriched at his 
expense, Well, t all comes back to him now. 
Mrs, Nairn died some hours before ber child, and 
he is poor Gertle’s next-of-kin.” 

"I suppose he will come to England now ‘” 

Mr. Danvers opened his eyes. 

“ He’s been in England for months, Why you 


eaw him yourself > 
tordiee aol aged ter cheeks. 


A 

" Was that Mr. Tempest 1” 

“To be sure. Well, he’s no landed property, 
but he comes fn for half-a-million of money, A 
very y fortune!” 


“ Mr, Danvers, shall I ask Miss Stone to take- 


me back, or will you find me another eltuation ?” 
Be Tl ne lea hal 
9! not?” 
04 here, Iris, yon come home with me for 
a week. I can’t tell you an 


ing positively | 
until I have had an interview with that scoundrel 
Nairn.” * 


This puzaled Irie very much, but perhs; 
she was almost more astounded when . 
Danvers told her her own story. . 

*(Did> you never wonder at your likeness to 
poor Mrs. Nairn!” he asked her, when the 
inguest on Helen and her child was over, and 
the papers had had thelr last say about the 


Marton tragedy, 
Often, 


our mother was Sir Dougins's only 
child, and though he threatened to disinherit her 


‘all other »*PPlicants to the post of Gertle’s 


i} Bat-—” 
“In my opinioa, Iris, you have escaped a 
= He was not a man to stick at 
trifies. You were a nearer heir than his wife to 
Marton. I belleve if you had shown the least 
disposition to marry, you would have found your- 
self prevented. He meant elther to keep you 
under his own eye, s helpless gir}, easily crushed 
if dapgarous, or else to kindly help you out of 
the world as he did those poor children,” 
" Then I was Mrs. Nairn’s cousin 1” 
“She and your mother were first cousins, 
Well, young lady, you see your situation is 
found for you—that of mistress of Marton 
G > 


Iris sighed. 

* T don’t like {t a bit.” 

“Very ungratefal of you. Why nob!” 
*' Tb will be so lonely,” 

“ You'll marry 1” 

Iris shook her head, 


*. * a 


Oace more in the September eunshine Vere 
Tempest and Iris Daryl stand together in the 
woods round Marton, In manly, earnesh tones 
he tells her how he has learned to love her, if 
not with the boyish paselon he felt for the Ill- 
fated Helen, yet with a steady, constant love 
which will endure for life. 

"Tt is a grave gap, I know,” he sald, fondly, 
“between nineteen and thirty-six ; but, my 
darling, cannot love bridge it over ? Iris, won't 
you rive yourself to me to be the sunshine of my 
life! - * * a 

We know not how she suswered, but when 
the spring flowers bloomed for the second time 


ef peste 

he knows, and often declares 
be peculiarly grateful to the 
ad hich lured Iris to Yorkshire in 
the time of Taz Mystery or MarTron GRanas, 


(THE END) 





Bravty, from a Japanese standpoint, consists 
of a long. oval face, features, almond- 


afr 

[ie 
B 

aH 
Hy 
* 
if 
ee 
Be 
gt 


ii 
Ee 
lp 
| 
ii 
fe 
33 
4 | 


i 
iH 


id 
s 

Hi 
E 
F> 
i 


i 
: 
i 
- 
7F 





: 
3 
- 
# 
z 
3 
E 
Hy 
z 
ry 


much aga branch, Its trunk throws out great 
curving, winglike branches, some of them twenty 
feet wide and nearly as high. These extend {nto 
the ground on all sides and brace the tree agains 
ali atteck, while the > branches epread a 
thick shade overhead, In the troplc sunshine of 
roldsummer hundreds, even thousands of people 
may gather in the cool of ita shadow, No one 
knows how old the great treo fe, but it mused 
have been growing hundreds, if nob thousands, of 
years, A very old picture {n the library ab 
Nassau shows the tree as big as ft is at present, 
and even the oldest native fo the Island cannod 
remember when ib was a bid smaller, 

Tere ts found fm the chasm of the Devil’s 
Bite, Wyoming, U S.A., aud there alone, a curious 
little animal, which {fs generally known as the 
fleck o' gold, though it also rejoices in the equally 
glittering names of the golden guide and the 
golden gopher. The Ilttle fellow undoubtedly 
belongs to the gopher tribe. The fleck o’ gold fs 
of a general golden hue, This hue represents the 
various shades of gold, frcia the duller colours of 
the precious metal in Ite native state to the 
brilliancy given by the stamp of the mint. The 
duller hues are blended on the body, while the 
brighter one spreads iteelf along the tall. The 
tall le the glory of the little creature, and the 
wonder of the beholder. Fifteen inches in length, or 
more than three times as long as the animal of 
which it fs such a dazzling continuation, this tail 
fs as the glance of gold. Ib fe instincd with 
action, an action which has no apparent purpose 
but that of display, and jerks and writhee, curls 
and twists with the swiftness and light of » ean 
ray. The fleck 0’ gold fs vainglorious concerning 
this tail, and when for his own edification hae 
folds {t many times around bis body, transforming 
himeelf Into a ball of burnished bullion, the 
brilliant exhibition pleads hard fn extenuation 
of the small creature’s vanity, The fleck o’ gold 
digs deep, and his burrow {fs regarded se an 


& matter of course, many and diverse speculations 
are extant in regard to the origin of this alngnier 


advanced and believed fe thab the fleck o° gold 
was at firet but a common gopher, but that the 
constant contact with the golden soil in which he 
burrowed so fiecked his coat with the precious 
yellow particles that nature herself at last took 
cognizance of the matter, and the golden coat was 
made hereditary, 








HAD WB NEVER LOVED $0 BLINDLY 
CHAPTER XXVIII 


Fiona TREvVANION sab alone fn the sitiing- 
room after Sir Basil Fane had left her, feeling 
dazed and bewildered, as if she scarcely knew 
where she was, ; 

Sometimes [tp seemed to her that she had made 
a bargain, and pald a price. Eustace wae to be 
cured, and she was to marry Sir Basil. Instead 
of paylog the surgeon’s fee she was to pny the 
Baronet. 


And then she told herself that she ought to be 
the prondest girl in the world, because he had 
chosen her before all the rest who would have 
been so willing to be selécte*. 

His love was a treasure which +2 ought to 
prize beyond thing when he poured it ond 
20 lavishly over young head. He wns so 
noble, so generous, so tender-hearted, in spite oF 
his stern face and rather haughty bearing. There 
wae nothing mean or calculating about him ; he 
seemed as far above the generality of country 
— as Snowdon is higher than the Surrey 


Though he could ride across country with the 
foremost in the wake of the hounds, and handle 
a rod or a gun with skill, he could talk of eome- 

else besides fox-hunting, and other kinds of 
sport, for his brain had not grown torpid amonget 





bucolice. 
He was a lover to charm a girl by his personal 


\ 


unfalling Ind{cation of the presence of gold. As. 


and brilliant little animal. The theory mbsb. 
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beauty and wioning amifle, and one to please a 
woman by the power of his tntellect, 

With him there could be no dulness, for he 
would. wile away the hours with the most in- 
teresting conversation ; with hint there could be 
no doubt, for he was unchangeable as a rock. 
On! {t must be happiness to be his wife—only— 
only—she felt so frightened ! 

Mrs. Willoughby came into the room, and her 
face was a stady, Her expression was as com- 
plicated as her feelings. She was sorry that Fiora 
had cat owb both of the twins, and was to make 
& “splendid marriage ss she called 16, before 
etther of them had had an offer ; but ft ded 
to her credit that ber husband’s ‘ward should be 
so satisfactorily married from hié house, ahd all 
the nelghbourhood would say they had done thelr 
duty by her. 

With a conselous pride she therefore enclosed 
her in her matronly arme, and murmured as she 
kissed her,— 

vx Ly dear cehfid, I wish you all possible happi- 
ness,’ 

Then Flora, softened by the kind words, and 
having no mother to go to, put her “head down 
ou _ Willorghby’s shoulder, and burst out 
orgiag. 

The aolicitor’s wife was be taken aback, 
although she knew it was ‘proper thing to 
drop a few tears on these occasions; but such a) 
deluge as this from a re whom she always con- 
sidered rather reserved was almost alarming, 

She made her sib down, and patted her hair, 
muttering auch soothing words as came {nto ‘her 
head. She was not a bad-hearted woman toa‘ 
comarca she had been jealous of Fiora 

for her children’s sake ; 


rom the ; 
mavy a mother fa her position would be tempted 
to be unkind to a girl who was far more attrac- 


tive than her daughters, 

Now her heart was softened to her, and she 
remembered that ys child bad no mother, 
and she tried to take her place, 

** You know ft {s such a capital match! They 
say Lady Rivers wanted him for her daughter, 
and the Dachess wouldn’s have been to 
secure him for bers; and Greylands is euch a 
beautifal place-—with a rent-roll of I don’t know 
how many thousands—and nobody seems to 
know ff you would ever be able to go back to 
‘Teevanion Hall, co that this{s the most fortunate 
thing that could have happened ; and not far 
from us, too, so that you needn't feel lonely, for 
the girls can run up and see you whenever you 
Itke, And such e good thing for Eustace i I was 
always so sorry that we couldn’t do more for 
him, bub you ees Mr. Willoughby is so much 
engaged, that we couldn’t see much society ; and 
now you will be able to give partles of your 
own, dances, and dinner-partles, and that sort of 
thing to make the place ‘cheerfal for Sir Basil, 
Child, ib ls a great’ destiny for you,” her voice 
quite awe-strack, “and I only pray that you 
may be equal to it.” 

"Why did he ask mo?” 

“Why! Well,” with a smile, as she thought 
{s the most extraordinary question possible, “I 
should think you kuew as well as I do. Ib was 
probby evident from the first. When that eil! 
Jaany made herself unhappy about Fran 
Rivers I told her there was no oecasfon--you 
were sure to be Lady Fane, Dear, dear, to 
think how mach there Is to be, done, and so 
little time to doliin! Iam sarel there’ il 
bs some money forthcoming, for I coulda’t bear 
you bo go without a proper trousseau, We masb 
ses about It at once.’ 

"Oh t not to-day !” 

Mrs, Willoughby's flow of words bewildered 


her ; she wanted to be alone, and to think It all} loo 


ont by herself. Ab present she was in a dream, 
alniosta nightmare. Old things seemed to be 
sipping away from her, and the new. coming on 
a0 fast. There was no breathing space allowed, 

Mrs, Willoughby left her after a few words. of 
practleni advice, then Emily and Jane came fn, 
Kissed her rapturously, and aaid they were so 
awtally delighted, 

wae very much excited, and made a 
good of nolse, langhing almost hysterfeally, 


for an mt in the houses was 


‘squeezed her fingers, and she knew there was no 


‘thelr faces, and the eunlig 





very Up- 
setting. d who could say bat {t would be one 


- thelr turns next? Matrimony was 20 catch- 


R- 

‘*You must have ducks of dreseee for your 
bridesmaids, and Sir Basil fe sure to give beauti- 
fal presente,’ sald Jenny, in a transport, ae she 
Imagined herself receiving some wonderful bit of 
je y would be nobody now between 
her and Frank Rivers, Harrah ! 

Flora said very little, but they were quite 
satiefied at having the conversation to them- 
ves. 

When they had ‘taken themselves ont of the 
room Mr, Willonghby camé-in with a very grave 
He eald nothing at all, bub simply took 
‘her fa hfs arms, and kKleved her, with the tears 
fast gathering tn his eyes,’ What would the 
house be withont his Popsy! He would miss’ 
her more than anyone could tell ; bat fb waa not 
of himself be was thinking as he grisved. He 
was uneasy fn his mind, and yet he could 
scarcely have told anyone the reason why. 

There was nothing against Sir Baefi, and what 
e saw of him he liked; but ae far as be conld 
make out there was a mystery about him, and, as 
a lawyer he always thonght very bey | of any- 
thing he could not gst to the bottom of, 

The luncheon rang, 80 he gave her his arm 
his old-fashioned way, and led her down 
blushing and trembling to the dintng-room. 

She scarcely dared to ralse her eyes lest she 
should see a broad grin on Winter's face. 

He was very abtentive to her, aud wanted to 
fill her glass about half-a-dozsn times, as if he 
ta bride-elect must be ‘half intoxtcated ; 
bub she had the 7 of mind to shake her 
head whilst she played witha bit of Inmb which 


did nob ged any smaller, 

All that afternoon she thought of Eustace, but 
she Gould not possibly go to 

He would be glad, ihe knew that, and surely 
that was enough for her, but she longed to feel 
the clasp of his thin fingers, and to look into his 
blue eyes. 

There were only those two of the Trrevanions 
in the world, and without him she would always 
feel desperately lonely. 

Of course be would live at the Abbey now, 
and there would be no question of 4 revarn to the 


Fira. 

Would she have to ask Sir Basil, or would he 
take ft asa matter of course? Whilet she was 
wondering, Jenny came to tell her that the 
carriage from Greylands was at the gate, and 
Eastace inside it, They were to havea drive 
together, and then Flora was to be dropped at 


“Ts he there!” she asked, with a quick blash, 
as she pus on her hat. 

“No, strange to say, he fsn’t,"’ 
“Jast Uke his kind thought!” and she flaw 
downstairs leaving Jenny surprieed at the top. 

She sprang into the carriage and kissed her 
brother, looking tato his delicate face with 
fondest affection, whilst she c' his bands in 
both her own. How thin he ed, and how 
frail !. Oaght he really to-be out £ Wouldn’s fb 
be too ranch for him?” 

“This is stunning i” he whiepered, as he 


3 


4 


a 


= 


doubt about his feelings, A rush of thankfulness 
and joy cams over her, as she nestled close to his 
side ; aud they drove over heath-covered hilis to 
the forest, with the soft t alr playing In 


t laughing on the 
fielda and the distant waters, : 

They did not say very much, for both their 
hearts were fall; but she felt Inexpressibly 
refreshed and comforted by being , alone 
‘with him, and withoat any of the outer world to 


k ov, ’ 

Tt gay, Flo, What fan we will have. when 
I’m able to get about?” Eustace broke out 
exoltedly, just ac the drive was coming to an end, 


she fall down and worship auy man who her 
back her brother with the dreadfal curse tr 


nen Good-bye | dacling.” conteating: herve 
* Good- ! dar! * con’ with 
pressing his hand, as footman was looking or. 
and g her voice to awhisper, ‘Soon there 
will ad Ro good-bye, aa we aball always he 
t “ 
¢ laughed and vhook his head, 

** Poere will have to bs two to that bargafa, 

aud the other won't be me,’ 





CHAPTER XXIX, 


“Mr, Fane ts ta the drawing-room, Hts 
compliments, and he wontd* be to haves 
few minutes’ conversation with Miss Trevanton.’ 

Tais announcement made by Winter at the end 
of dinner, In 8 menstired tone, took the whole 
party by surprise, 

“What on earth can Mr. Philip Fane want 
with you!” and Mr, Willoughby turned ‘9 pur- 
tarbed face towards his ward, “1 think I had 
better go to him, myself." 

“Tt he asked for Flors, I-euppose be wants 
nobody else,” remarked hie wife, whose curiosity 
was excited, 

*T darasay he fg ouly in a hurry with his oon- 
gratulations,” ob Kuaily, with some acidity. 
‘*Tf he had walted a little longer he would have 
shown better taste,” bape 

‘Must I got” and Flora rose relactantly. 

“Perhaps you had better. “ If he you too 
long I shall come fn. I don't ike the fellow » 


bit.” ; 
“Now, papa,” cried Emily, “I think he's very 
pleasant. I can get on with him much better 


than with Sir Basil,” 

“A change has come over the spirit of your 
dream,” remarked Jenny, with a smile, whilst 
Fiora walked out of the room and Into the 
drawing-room, her face elightly flushed, and her 
heart beating fact. 

© T hope you will forgive me for intrnding at 
euch an hour, Mise Trevanion,” sald Pailip Fane, 
as he bent over her hand deferentially, “but [ 
had a preesing reason for ft.” 

“Indeed! That chatr is the most comfyrtable,” 
pointing to one ad a little distance. 

“Thanks, I-think I would rather stand, till 
I've had my say out.” He wae dressed in his 
evening things, with a light cont thrown over 
them, and held his hat {n his hand, as if he felt 
that bis retreat ht have to be made with 
speed, He cleared throat, and looked out of 

window, as if he did nob care te meet her 
eyer, as he said slowly: ‘I heard some news 
this mi which startled me, and I’ve come 
to ack ff ft fs true. Are you engazad to my 
cousin ¢”’ 

"T think so,” her lashes drooping. ‘You had 
better ask hita if: you donbs is,’ 

“TI prefer trusting to your lips than fo his. 
Ien’t it rather hasty? Is {s wise to take such an 
important step }” 

“Really, Mr. Fane, I can't see that this {s 
any business of yours,” she interrupted, in- 


dignsntly. 

“Bat itis, Why shouldn’t it be mftie as well! 
as anyone else's! He ta the nearest relation [ 
have in the world.” . 

Pes. er - fer Nyrnag ok ‘ou've come }"’ 
wing herself ap y , 

‘'Notat all, He would be the luckiest. man 
in the world ff the en t stood, but I 
malntafo that he has no ¢.to marry, Don't 
best friend, and I want to 
save ou before {t is too late.” 

ou are very good, sarcastically. 

“No, I'm véry bad, I'm nod disintarested, 
andI don't pretend to be.” 

“ Everyone knows that you are the next beir 


What « brick Fane is! Ishall owe my Iife and | ‘to Greylands, 


‘yours and everything to him; yet scarcely 
6b me say thank you. There never Was anyone 


like him, He ought to be set ou & marble stand |: 


and worsh! a : 
rble stand won't be necessary,” she 
sald, with a amilé, ae she thought of the joyfal 





time coming when Eustace. would be like other 
men, and no longer a helpless cripple, Conldn’t 





He bit hie Up, and a dull red flashed-acroz his 


“*Pon my soul, you do ms, Injustices. {f you 
will have the truth, my interest Js in Flora Tre- 
vanion, not {n the Abbey of Greylands,” 

There was 9 pause, during which he watched 
her face closely, and saw. that he had offended 
her dseply. 
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“Tm frank with you.” 

She thought of Sir Basil's words, and deter- 
mined to be on her guard, ‘ 

“I might have got up a tale, and pretended 
that I had no concern in the matter beyond 
pounds, shillings, and pence, and then you would 
have listened to me," 

‘Indeed, I shouldn't. I never will hear one 
word against Sir Basil, unless you speak {t befors 


his face, 4 
“Nothing I should Iike better, but fb would 


apoll One day, I ise you,” and 
fis eyes fiashed ; '* I'll speak Pode hia face, and | 
he shall have no chance bat to Isten to me. Bat 
then he must be single, without a wite to 
stabbed to the heart by’ the knowledge of her 
hasband’s elo, You don’t know what 


"Tm not ins hurry,” withen angry blush. 
* Pm told the is to be in three weaks’ 
tims... You couldn’t very: well have shown: 
speed,” a cold smile bis Hps, “Bat 
iknow dt Is he that fe {¢ on, nob you, and 
I know the reason why, Do you think it Is 
honourable, Mlss'Trevanton, to get a poor child 
trrevogably into your power, when you are aware 
bib nor ate Mma Na 
horrid misgi ! cher, in spite. of:; 
her confidence in Sir Basil. She robe 


¢ pp AWway——Bb 
the man over whom he had broken his whip, an heed on me 
sé}, & serving, and 


she eaw him (Sir Basil, not the osher man) onee 
again ~side, half maddened by 
aome secret trouble, and heard his passionate 
aed addressed to herself: Hate me, for 

eaven's sake, hate me!” Why did he implore 
her bo hate him then ff he begged her to love 
him now} Whatever ft might be, she would 
hear ft from himself and not.from Philip Fane, 
and she answered him coldly,— 

"I don’t understand what you are talking 
about.” 

"No, and you won't anderetand until it is 
too late, Oh, Mise Trevanion!” his voice 
dee his manner growing In earnestness 
as he went on. Listen to me, There is a 


“At least I saw him.on the day. of the ple- 


“ Bathe aida't to speak fo gout” 

“ fon! PR gis he soe of low.‘ 
Pe 2 Sen | 1 ; 
+ Paha ai don. meaning fn ti,” 
telt It your” r" Hy. in , ete ee 


7 sphere i be cured,” her eweed face 


cennot come eff till I cam go up to town with— 
with Sir Basil—to nurse + looking down and 


a “ 


before |. 
you, or you wouldn't befo such » harry for a |) 


and pal as th 


a.sudden joy, » The operation | 


cried, fn great excitement. ‘* Don’t let yourself 

be deluded. Don's leb yourself be hurried, 

Meve me {if you will only consent to walt for six 

we you will owe mea debt of gratitude for 
e. 


mI can’t wali—and there is nothing against 
Sir Basil,” throwing back her head and looking 
him full ia the face, her beautifal eyes flashing, 
"He is the best, the truest, gentleman I ever 


knew. 
Her beauty made him nearly mad, her words 
man 


to 8 him. '' Your experlence has 
; jo large,” he said, with a.sneer, ‘and 
nowadays with a handie to his name 

@ decent,remt-roll is a gentleman.” 
send for Mr. Willoughby? If you 


he fs the beat person bo hear 
readily, 


a 


\y " a ¢. 

about. gour, ears, - Till then: I shall hold my 

ee % he 
* And aill hope you will keep away, and 
ee b® man jane gy own roof,” her 
» “Lam net plotting, and I shall certainly keep 
aeZecan. Yoo are very 
‘Trevanion, Icame to do you 


feat me like a pickpockes,” 
“Sir Basil Faces you many services, and 
how do you behave to him?” looking up at him 


with reproachfalieyes. 
" Has he told you'that he pald my bills?” 
“No. You told me ao y -) He never 


says ons word of all the he does, 
Pika te Uascworvel anc closed. door. He 
doesn’t talk at all about himeelf. Ack him If he 


was {n Monte Oarlo In 18807” with an evil 


smile, 

**Ask him yourself, I don’t like hittlog In 
the dark.” 

“ Wonld you be afrafd of asking Mr. Willough- 
by it ey had been anywhere at one particular 
time ?” 

I don't Know, I never ask bim anything 
about his private affairs.” - ‘ 

“Would you call me {mpertinent ff I asked 
you if.you had been to Rome!” 

# No, of course not,” ‘ 

"Then why not. Inquire if Basil, has been to 
Monte Carlo }” , 5 

“ He would suspect me of some purpose in the 
question, and—and I don’t, choose to ’'—falling 
back on a woman's frequent resource—a negative 

«Oh, Jeb en against.your will,” 

i me save you even your , 
he orled, impalaively, catchtvg hold of her hand, 
| which she. Instantly snatched. away. . “' For 
Heaven's — to me, - believe that te 
) e~bhe man, wins you by gratitude nob 
love—Is—le——"" the word stuck in his throat 
ashe met ber eyes full of acorn... . . 

b Lkoee woes Me. yom abe ait quiesly, 
though volce was tremulous with paselon— 
"y er as to the.l 

Hea Ape... é 

* Thank you. J am a.caward because I don’t 
brazen out the trath like » woman, without walt- 


a 


eepow ering tae pnd disappointment 
may throw yourself.cn your knees befare 
won't bold them back.” 

'T shall never do that,” standing oF pe her 
neck drawa_op, proudly, her face white as bis. 
own. 

“T think yon will,” coming close up to her, 
fr owering eyes. 
"Ob, Fiors, if yon bad’! me it would have, 
bes tf ek ce hc EO bac 
; ob for me,” and she bac Z 
nance and loathing visible on every ia”. 

od ore. I trust to your honour not to 
what I have said.” Bowing low he 
turned to the door. 
‘ ‘ your own sake or Sir Basil’st” she: 
aaked, scornfall: 


- 
- 





“Now I understand it at last “Trevanton’s | 
the decoy ; this hope ‘of a ake "ths bal,” he 





s 
y 
ys -% 
Bor bie ew »’ Fie closed the door bebind 
dis tah eoereoat ) 





Mr, Willoughby found her etil! etanding with 
da clasped and eyes fixed on the floor. 

“ What did he want with you, Popsy ¢”’ 

She raised her head and looked round at him, 
the corners of her mouth drooplng. 

He wanted me not to marry Sir Basil.” 

"Abal,Mr, Philip Fane wants every good 
thing for himeelf ; bus he would never have you, 
with my consend, if he were the Baronet {Instead 
of the other,” 





CHAPTER XXX, 


THar night Mr, Fane abruptly left the Abbsy 
and returned to Londen. ‘here were few to 
regret him, for Sir Bastivoniy tolerated him, and 
Eastacs Teovanion had taken a violent disike to 
him. He felt insiluctively that he waa Sir 
Basil's eneniy,. and. suspected. him of sowe fon) 
design. ._Thereforahe breathed more freely when 
he was out. of the hours; though sometines he 
was sorry. not to have him ander his ye where 
he could watch what he was wp to, 

Meanwhile. the preparations were being 
hurried on; and the weddingyday was fixed for 
the seventeenth of September, Flora Trevanion 
was nob allowed much time to think, and for thia 
she was thankful,as she felt matrimony was such a 
fearful lesp inthe dark, that unless {) were 
teken quickly her courage would be likely to 
fail her, Sometimes when lying awake In bed, 
her:brain too anquleb to admit of sleep, it would 
strike her sa atrange that she was, as It were, to 
be fiaished off and-doue with before she had had 
time for the lovo-dreams fo which most girls 
indulge. 

Sir Basil had come suddenly into her life 
which hed been so simple and conventional til 
his appearance—with Frank Rivera for her only 
particular friend, and a game of tennls, or a 
dance ab home for her principal excitements ; 
and now after bursts of tropical storms, sach as 
on the day of the picnic, and gleams of glorious 
sunshine, as when he drew her to him, and told 
her that her brother might be cured without 
the terrible surgeon's kuife-uow they were to 
be linked together for ever, in epite of the cloud 
that hang over him, in spite of those secrets of 
his unknown past ! 

He came from day.to day, and everyone 
noticed what a change had come over him. 

Years seemed to be taken off his age. Yustead 
of thirty he looked Hke twenty-five; bls face 
lost its sternness, and his dark eyes were as 
happy as a boy’s. He gave her jewels till she 


‘laughingly told him she would soon be able 


to set up 4 jeweller’s shop, and he treated ber 


. with deferential tenderness as ff his bride wore a 


deen, 

Mrs. Willoughby told him that he would turn 
the child’s head, bat it had no effect, 

She told Flora that bis way of golng on was 
quite absurd. Anyone would think that he was 
marrying some one far above him, when she had 
no money and no title, aud he had both, but she 
didn’t ged any anewer, 

Flora was boo bewildered to be quite happy, 
and when alone with her loyer she shrank so 
shyly from his caregses, that sometines a shadow 
crossed hie face as & fear darted through his 
mivd ; * Doeen’s she Jove me after a?” 

Lady Rivers came to call and offer her con- 

tulations, If ehe had ever wished to secure 

fr Basil Fane for her son-in law she bstrayed 

po align of it In her manner, but kissed Fiora 

gently on both cheeks, and sald she was glad to 

think that as Lady Fane she would be a nelgh- 
bour for the reet of: her life, 

Nesta Rivers murmured her good wishes In 
@ shy undertone, bub squeensd her hand so 
tight at the same time that the diamonds In 
her epgagement clog nearly doug » hole fn her 


fingers. 

She did vot look at all disa go Mager 
Flora suspected that.she was to that 
Eastecs Trevanfon was nob to leave the 
neighbourhood when his sister was established a 
the Abbey. i ‘ 

. A new hope sprang up fo her heart, Now 
Pe ey wee Salta Eustace a ee 
might be soon looking out for ® wife himself, 


See SE ei ee 
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“ARE YOU ENGAGED TO MY COUSIN!” 


and who could make a fitter or more appropriate 
wife than the gentle, tender-hearted girl, whose 
heart had gone ont to him with at gy 4 
compassion when other people 

oripp lei 

Nesta was to be one of the bridesmaids, with 
Emily and Jane Willoughby, Alics Winder and 
two others, Miss Evelyn and Miss Emmeline 
Fane, cousins of the bridegroom. Their dresses 
were to be of pure white, which had jast 
come into fashion when cream’s long reign was 
ending, and thelr small bonnets were almost 

entirely composed of tly ostrich feathers and 
pearls, 

Flora’s trousseau was furnished by the 
pal or ponecy e. yer pe ryt “4 
did not care grand, ° sounding 
French names, and much preferred to give her 
own neighbours a chance, 

Tole pat them on their mettle, and the dresses 
were turned out to perfection, with every frill 
and bow acd flounce of lace finished off in a moat 
superfine mauner, Of course the - dress 
. snl that came from Melanie's in 

exent-strest, was & most canning combina- 
tion of slruplicity and beauty, 

Jenny and Emily were delighted with the pre- 
cents Sir Baall gave to the bri 
brooches in the shape of an arrow—ar. * fine latter 
eepecially wondered what Edgar Winder would 
think of ft, Perhaps be might make an allusion 
20 Capta’s arrows and having got so far go on to 
a proposal, and then Flora wonld not be the 
only bride in the place, though the match would 
nob be such a grand one. 

There was no end to the hopes and fears which 

tuts marriage between the danghter of siete dies 
vanion and the richest man in the 
vies tc, Bat most people kept them to te 


rae aud the surface of life was tolerably un- 
railed, 


The wedding-day dawned dimly, the sun a red }: 


ball hidden in a fog, and every leaf and flower and 
tree dripping aa alter a heavy shower of rain. 
“Ob, such a day, Fico!" and Jenny bounced 











, kato her bedroom with-all her light-brown halr 


hanging in a disbevelled mass over her shoulders, 
"T feel inclined to ory." 

“* Don’t, you'll spoil your looks ; red eyes won't 
do with a white bonnet,” and the bride-elect 
tried to smile, thongh her heart felt oppressed 
Se eee 


She wanted to be alone as she went on with 
her tollette, but this Jenny would not allow. 
She had evidently something on her mind, which 
she had a ‘ifficalty in bringtog out, and fidgeted 
about the room, taking up thedainty satin shoes 
with the pearl "buckles, taspectlag the wedding- 
dress with Ita frille of real Brussels lace, admiring 
2 pasa, plies aie sativa the 

‘* You won't be ready ff you don’t go,” Fiora 
= gently, though she was dying to get rid of 


Then Jonny came a little nearer, and bending 
over a pair of twelve-button gloves which were 
lying on the table, sald, In a hurry and os 
flaster,— 

“T never told you—Frank told me to say that 
he would never forges you. All nonsense, you 
know, mary young men always do,” 


“Yer, all nonsense,” sald Flora, slowly; and 
then old nurse and the housemald came in fol- 
lowed by Mra, Willoughby, and took possession 
of the bride, whilst Jenny with a very red face 


message had been entrusted to hor when 
Frank found that he hadn't chance of seein 
Flora again before he went ; but for reasons 
her own she had kept {ft back, and only told ft 
neclence pricked her so un- 


the bracelets 
ing amongst the brown 
laggy oo yg py oars 

in a circle 


on, 
to the small spray | ma 





ASKED MR. PANE, 


Eavy and jealousy. were both forgotten, for 

vermeil a -y See: ea = Oe 
ty. 

Winter camié up the stairs and had a good peep 
before he delivered his message. 

Mr, Willoughby turned round and saw him. 

* Well, what is it?” 

*' A shabby-looking fellow, sir, wanted to see 
Miss Fiora,- but I told him twasn’t possible,” 

" Did he give any name !” 

"James Carter, sir. Sald something about s 
picnic, and sald the lady would remember ; 
» “Has he A Filars saked, eagerly, as the 


Then the bridesmaids in their frills and farbe- 
lows scuttled downstairs, jamped into the 
carriages and drove off in a flatter, 

Mrs. Willonghby came next, and one or two 
dowagers, then followed the bride with her 
guardian opposite to her, her brother by her 
alde, his hand clasped fo hers. 

Asshe went up the crowded 
trembling ae if with fear, 

Baall’s side and heard his fall 


passed, — 
“* May he lose her as soon as he’ 
he die when he’s happiest—curse 


(Te be continued.) 
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THE MISTRESS OF LYNWOOD, 


—10:— 


CHAPTER X, 


Lyrwoop Hatt was en féte, and even a casual 
observer, who knew nothing of what was happen- 
or oe failto have been atruck with its 

alr, Fiogs hung from the wind 


i 
a 
ul 


eae Li he leemae te xs 

ns uncle—he who 
arectng, the bells to be rang, the arches to be 
oe Wao — as general superintendent 
‘OF course 1b was a tment to fa 
py a Bh ng ving gee har ag 
oné ventured to hint that hardly have 
regarded the with unmixed satisfaction ; 
still, on the whole, I don’t know that I am 
fo ae acrTy. My uncle's one of the best men 
in world, and behaved like a father to 
me all my life,so I have surely no right to 
gradge him happiness, even though it be at my 
This philanthropy raised Captain Lynwood 
oaderfally In the’ ellmation of the neighbour 
hood, w: unanimously declared he bore his 





downfall In a most ge ge manner that 

deserved every sympathy, for, disguise the facts 

as you will, there is no disputing that the prob- 

able loas of a and fifty thousand a-year 

is to distarb equanimity of the most 
of men! 

“T think everything 
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SHE THREW FORWARD HER LEFT HAND, DISPLAYING THE RING UPON THE THIRD FINGER, 


Accordingly he wrote » letter to his uncle; Ip 

which be offered"his most sincere copgratulations, 

hoped he would be very happy, and ended by 

eae the wish he felt to see hie new rela- 
ve, 

The latter statement was no fictlon, for he 
had, indeed, the greatest desire to know what 
sort of a women be had to fight; and in spite of 
his self-possession his hearb beat a little faster, 
and bis cheeks grew a litle paler, as the pair of 
greys which drew the stately barouche were 
pulled up at the door and he saw his uncle 
pleased and smiling altting by the side of » 
lady—a lady so young that she looked a mere 
child, 10 delicate and ethereai that she reminded 
one of a snow ’a fragile petals. 

She seemed a iitle shy and frightened at all 
the fuss and parade that had been made since 
their arrival at the station—she had been travel 
ling ‘all day, and fatigue and excitement were 
beginning to tell on her, and made her look 
whiter thay asual. 

* Weleome home, Uncle Ralph—and you, too, 
Lady Lynwood !” exclaimed Otho, coming for- 
ward and aselsting them to alight, and he wrung 
the Baronet’s hand with the hearty clasp of true 
frlendehip, while he respectfully raised that of 
Adrienne te his lips, 

“Kise her, Otho, kiex her!” exclaimed Six 
Ralph, delighted with the spontansons warmth 
tha: reception. ‘She te o ielaiive, you 

w,”” 


“T donot need » second permisslon,” an- 
swered the young manj and bending down 
ssluted Adrienne’s cheek. 

A strange shiver passed through the girl’s 
whole body as he touched her. Wae it some 
presentiment of the evil that in the fature 
should come to her through his agency 1 

On his arm she through the lne of 
servants drawn up in the hall, and headed by the 
housekeeper, who was very stately ip a black 
allk gown and cap, elaborately adorned with 
white satin ribbov. 

Mrs, Gibbs whe far from pleased ab the notion 
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of Lynwood having any other mistress than 
herself; and when she saw how young that 
enistress was her indignation greatly increased, 
and she repeated for the hundredth time that 
" Sir Ralph had made a fool of bimself in his 
old age !' 

Uaconsclous of the unfavourable erlticlsm on 
the part of the housekeeper, or the admiring 
rezards of the other eervants, Adrienne went on 
vo the smallest of the reception rooms, where tea 
was alrendy seb cv A smal! gipsy table. 

“J thought Lady Lynwood might be tired, 
and would like a emp of tes before dinner, so I 
ordered {¢,” observed Otho, 

“Very thoughtfal of you,” commented the 
Baronet; “only you mast address my wife fo 
a less formal maurier than Lady Lynwood,’ or 
{ am sure she will feel hart.” 

" Yes, indeed!” sequiesced the young girl. 

Certainly, I will call her what you like,” 
aald Otho, pleasantly ; ‘‘ bud you must give me 
proper instructions, [6 will hardiy do to say 
* Aunt,’ qill oe ried stops ry 

Adrienne barst {nto 9 Tittle tipple of langiter' 
aa aweed and clear a3 a peal of silver bella® 


quite simply, fn straight folds that fell io grecefal 
lines poe / slender young form, and sulted 
her beauty to 

"You only want a halo to make you look like 
& medicoval aint!” exclaimed Osho, gaily; and 
immediately afterwards the butler announced 
that dinner was served, and they alladjourned to 
ths dining-room—a stately apartment panelled 
fn oak, and huvg round with family aits, 

‘How do you lke your rooms?” asked Otho 
of Adrienne, when they were rea 

They are charming—so light aud fresh and 
elegant!” she excleiaied, the childish en- 
thusiasm that was perfectly ndiural to her, 


He bowed and 
80 tars 0 
4 of dizcretion ine 


farnitare.” Pista ev? ou 
select It, OtHO!” asked Sie Halphe 


Fle om tad senna Phen 
decen ad 
the 


*'Tast would be too fwiny! No, you thus? ber 


call me by ory Christian name—-Adrlenns.”” * 

"So be ft, and I thank you for your kind 
permission, It fe euch: a pretty name—as you 
pronounce ft |” ; 

Presently, after she had fluished her tes, the 
young wife went apetaire to change her dress, and 
che two gentlemen were thus left alone, 

“Well, Otho, what do youthink of my bride?” 
asked Sir Ralph, as the door closed, 

"She is charming!” was the enthusiastic 
answer. "She is as fair and sweet-looking as a 
fiower.” 

“Te she nosi” exclaimed the Baronet, with 
fond pride; ‘'and more than that, her son! isas 
pure and innocent as that of a young child, She 
is perfectly free from know!edge of the world and 
{te wickedness, and views everything through 
the mediom of her own purity. A gentler, ten- 
derer, more gafleless nature {t was never my 
fortune to meet, Evil to her leas abhorrent as 
to the angels,” 

‘Bat even angels fell!" muttered Otho to 
himself; with an evil smile that his moustache 
hid,. Aloud be sald,— 

"*] bellevs you, uncle. I have not much faith 
fo womankind generally, but I will make an ex- 
ception fa favour of this one.” 

“Don’t be cynical, my boy ; time enongh for 
that when you get an old man, and the world 
haa shown you its ehady side. By the bye, Otho, 
I owe you a good many thanks for your letter 
and the way fn which you have taken my mar- 
visge,” he added, hie manner growing slightly 
embarrassed. ‘'[ assure you it has given mes 
very great deal of pleasure to know how dlain- 
terested are your feellags towards me." 

‘My dear uncle, what right had I, of all men 
{2 the world, to complain, when, as a matter of 
fact, I owe everythiog to yout” 

“T know, I.Know ; but some people would 
have looked at the matter differentiy—especlally 

us I had led you to suppose {t was my Intention 
never to marry-——as, ladeed, {it wae, Bat yomsee, 


Otho, even old men are not proof against Capld’s’ 


power; and J belfleve Iam ae mach in love asa 
boy of seventeen or elghteen.” ' ' 

'' Old idiot!” was Ocho’s mental comment on 
this confesefon ; but be smiled pleasantly In his 
eoucle’s face as “it im gentle Indalgence of an 
amlsble weakness, “ Well, you haven very fale 
excace,” he observed, In angwer. 

‘I cannot make oub how {ft is I was eo gall 
aatisiei with slogle blessedness,” went.on the 
Baroush, ‘Most decidedly those men are 
happiest who have given, hostages to fortune ia 
the shape of wife and children. It would have 
been better had I married. earllar, but Lam nob 
too old te look forward to seeing sens and dangh- 
tere grow up at my side,” . 
Otho tarnsd away and looked through. the 
window ; and it struck Slr Ralph thad his apeech 
was rather wantlug in tach at that. precise 
Juuctarne, ' 

Luckily, the panse that ensued was broken. by 
the entrance of'Adrienne, who bad changed her 
travelling dresa for one of white cashmere, made 





in our 
itself,” said the officer, 
glancing at Lady Lynwood, torder 
to compliment. BN Si 
“ Now tell me what has been happeniog 
I have been away,” said Sir Ralph, more 
than ever with his nephew's condact. ‘You 
must have quite an accumulation of gossip,” 
"TY have heard very little—bat then yor must 
remember I have only been here a week.” 
ae nee eer 
w 


4 ott 
"Perhaps I have been remiss in seeking fa- 
oe then, for certainly I know very little. 
By bye, there fe one piece of news, now I 
come to think—Nathalle Egerton is enemeed. 
"Petty Nathalie engaged! Well I suppose 
that fs not a master for surprise, Bat who le the 


lucky man ? 

“A Mr, Farquhar.” 

“What Farquhar?” foquired the Baronet 
kaltting his brows. 

*He fs a financier, and a very rich man, but 
people down here are inclined to look coldly on 
the match, which, they say, ts one of convenience 
only, 

ES I hope not, for Nathalle is one of 
the most charming girls I know, and csrétainly 
deserves & happy fabure,” 

"She will probably. enjoys happy one,” ob- 
served Osho, with a cynical "Did I not 
tell you the man was very rich, aud will nob any, 
woman sell herself for the wealth that carries 
her futo the. paradise of jewels and fine clothes 
and opera boxes and admiration |” 

Sir Ralph frowned his displeasure at the 

which he did not answer. He was [n- 
clined to think Otho rather, wanting in tach 


2aow, 
“ Has her brother come home yet!” he asked 


presentiy. 
Whe, Lionel! , No, he was to have bean 
‘but he contrived to fall down 


“ At your achool-t" 





“Oh, no! He rendered mea service once, I 


? 


will tell you about it some other time, not now,” 
she answered hastily, and after this Sir Ralpk 
could not press her. 

Nevertheless, the locident was not forgotten 
aither by him or his nephew, and, trivial as it was, 
it was yet destined to make an indelible Impres- 
sion on both their memories, 


OHAPTER XI. 


‘Tue next few days were mostly teken up in 
recelying aad outertafaing ths viaitore who flocked 
to Liynsvood Hall, avxlous to see its young 


Spihd. tod know nothing of tachisaasle tiahenes 
the had f a deh anetaniom digalty that wse 


atrapgeness of her position soon wore away, and 
she quickly grew accustomed to hearing herself 
called *‘ my indy,” and to the feeling that she 
was the person of most Impoftance In the house- 
hold—one whore will was law, and whose slightest 


he west ot wii ils sche el 
in the present state of society, it 





~~ - 806 


nen 2 @ 








3 


EE ——e ell eeemlté‘“<C —T.—l lO OOS a el 


i i 





July 14, 1900. 


THE LONDON READER. 


or serene 


827 








two members of opposite «rx%s to be frlends 
unless they are relatives.” 

“Jett?” she sald, surprisedly, "I do not see 
why it shonld be {mposalble,” 

“Then belfeve in platonic affection 1” 

“Oertainly I do. If ple have tastes and 
sy npathies fn comoxon I do not understand why 
they should be debarred from each other’s com- 
panfonship because they happen to belong to 
different.sexes.” = « 

Otho shrugged his shoulders, 

“J don’t see why they should elther, but you 
ses the world has put {ts veto on euch friend- 


abl 

"bn dey the world!” 

Hea again, but a strange gleam shot 
inte his eyes, He had set himself the task of 
ganging the character of bis uncle's wife, and 
each revelation was carefally treasured up in his 
memory for future uss. Simple and innocent as 
she appeared, ft was yet not the simplicity of 
weaknass, and there were depths In her nature 
that had never yet been sonnded, and of whose 
existence she herself was t. She had 
{nfinite capabilities of love, of sfferfog, and of 
devotion, but these forcas yet elumbered, 
ing for the magic of an eichanter’s wand to wake 
them Into life. ; 

Nathalle Egerton had been one of the first to 
call at Lynwood Hall, and she end 

taken a 


immed great ’ 
sald nothing of her meeting with 


. 


Tae latter 
Lions), and had listened attentively, but without 
remark, when Nathalie told her they expected 


sat together on the couch, his arm twined fondly 
—_ her walsh, while his eyes gazed tenderly 
Nea yonk y stents Fpienanap ion olay mae 
to join, and the doctors said unless I kept myself 
quiet I might go about the for tha 
rest of my days,” he safd; “and as that was e 
contingency I did not wish to face, I thought I 


where I was, I need nob ssy how anxlously 
was looking forward to seeing you after this long 
time,” he added, kissing her, 

“Tt faa time, is it nob? And the years 
have Im you wonderfully. Do you find 
me much altered }”” 

“Yes ; you were a child when I left, you are a 
beautifal woman now. But {t seems to me, 
Nathalle, you are pale and thin, and you: look as 
if you were very much worried !” 

A bright colour leapt to her cheek, and faded 
as suddenly, 


the third finger of her left and this, at 
—— attracted his attention, and he bent down 
to at ib, 


‘ ie rg oh hege mpe May 

ou not wear them--they are aniuck 

people not born in October,” ¥ 
“Are they! Fortunately I am nob super- 

wahes weil ls the moaning. of this ring, 

of 
Nathalle? Are you engaged!” .. 
ng te Auewered in the affirmative, without raising 


eyes, 
4 Tom. ove told nie | he. eal, eoptonel. 


Cee td 8 sppectentiy 8 8 80, for the 
oie on Is quite recent,” an oan 
— tha’ nonin ot eae - 
stood of a cated ice 
o of all her eff. conceal It, there 
Bre re 
spoke of ker betrothal that Tlonel was quick to 


4 





He fancied there must be some mystery, but 


whatever 1b was, she clearly wished him kept In 
Ignorance, and so he made no further remark 
beyond congratulating her, and wish{ng her all 
fature happiness, 

“You cannot think what a delight ft is to me 
to beat home once more,” he said, as he went 
to the window and looked ont, while she joined 
him and leaned on his shoulder, ‘In my dreams, 
when I was far away, I so often saw the old house 
and the avenue leading up to it, with the sun- 
light playing on the leaves, Ab, Nathalfe ! there 
is no place like home |” 

“ Bat there are very few homes’ns beantifal as 
ours, Lionel.” 

"No; It fs fndeed a place to be proud of !” he 

while his eyes rested fondly on the 
velvet, smooth lawns, where « couple of stately 
peacocks were eunning themselves, and then 
travelted onwards to the park, with [te miniature 
forests of bracken. "J would not part with 


gow for an Emperor's ransom |” 
looked at him with strange Intentnevs, 

** And you would think no sacrifice too great 
to retain ib” 

“None, Why, it bas been fn our family so 
long that to ee with tt would be sacrilege— 
desecration. I would rather lose twenty years of 
my life than my heritage. Bat, why do yon 
sngeee such # thing?” he asked, playfully. 
there fs no fear of {ts being wrested 
from us?” 

"No fear of lt—now,” she sald, with o iétle 
catching of the breath ; aud he wondered ab the 
expression her face wore as ahe spoke the words ; 
it reminded him of the picture of s martyr he 
had once seen, and that had impressed him 
strongly with s sense of the " faithfalnese unto 
death ” It was intended to convay. 

Nathalie turned quickly from the window, so 
that he should have no further opportunity of 


ted | studying her features, and as she did 60, sho sald 


to — 

"My sacrifice has nob been in vain |” 

There was no lack of subjects of conversation 
between brother and sister ; each had much to 
tell the other, and {t seemed asif their confidences 
would never end, 

“ And are you coms back quite heartwhole!” 
asked Nathalie, playfully. 

“ Qafte,” he answered ; butshe fancled a shade 
of red showed {n his bronzed complexion, 

** Do you mean to tell me you have been away 
all these years and not fallen fn love ?”’ 

“Oh, for that matter, I have fallen in love 
half-a-dozex times or more, but the awkward 
, I have fallen out again as readily,” he 
laughing. “I fancy my ideal woman must 
exaited one; at all evente, I have not 


is she like—the ee ‘ait i 
& moment, as a up a 
befors he answered. soe 
rather tell, rather slight, have 
the colour of pansios! she 
; innocent 
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said, dreamily, and speaking more 
to himeelf than her, ‘there fs such a wonian Ia 
the world—I have seen her,” 

“Where?” 

The answer that trembled on his Ips dled there 
unspoken. He suddenly seemed to remember 


hineelf. 

“Tn a far-off land; but she fsa dream, a vielon, 
an airy, unsubstantlal 1” he sald, a 
strange intonation fo his voice, be its affected 
galety, The memory, whatever {b might be, 
was too sacred to be spoken of, even to his elster ; 
and, as if to evadea farther discussion of ft, he 
went towards the door. “I am going to my father 





“My respect for Sir Ralph fe nob whet Ib nved 
to be, I had no ides he would ever make such a 
fool of himself as to marry a young wif,” 

“Walt until you have seen her, and then, 

rhapes, you'll understand {h better,” retorted 

sister, who entertained a great admiration for 
Adrienne—the aditration of one handsome 
woman for another, 

Lionel shragged hie shoulders fndifferently. 
He was not in the leash anxious to ace her ; 
and, in point of fact, if he thought of her as 
all {h was az an Intriguing woman who, for the 
sake of his wealth, had entangled the Baronet fa 
her toils, 


‘ 





OHAPTER XIl, 


Lynwoop Hat was lighted ap from basqment 
bo garret, and every five minutes carriages roiled 
up the approach, deposited thelr bardens, and 
drove away to give piace to others. 

The Egertons’ conveyance was 6 Inmberiag 
old family coach that had mozt decidedly zeen 
better days, bub which, if ponderous, was get 
very comfortable, and, more than that, had a 
certain grandeur about {tb thad may have been 
partially due to the cont-of arms blezoned on [ts 
panele, and partly to its slzs, 

No more distinguished-looklog visitors than 
Nathalie and Lionel Egerton hed get arrived 
and as they entered the room she, in trailing 
skixte of amber brocade, that bad been her 
mother’s, and he in plain evening drew, a sight 
xaurmur of admiration was audible, They did, 
indeed, make a handsome couple, but they were 
both either serenely unconscious of, or supremely 
Indifferent to, the fact. 

Adrienne, se they came up, had her back to 
them, having turned round to speak to someone, 
so fb was only when they were close to her that 
she saw them. 

A sudden light came {a her eye, a bright 
suifle trembled on her iip:, and ber colons 
deepened perceptibly as she mes Egerion’s gaze 
of utter surprise, 

** Lady Lynwood, may I introduce my brother 
to you?” said Nathalie, 

“There is no necessity for an fatroduction 
Mies Egerton ; we have met before,” she repilod 
and heid out her hand, which Lione) took, with 
a few words Indfostive of his astontshmen’. 

** Bat where have you and Lady Lynwood 
mev!" inquired Nathaile, afver she had epoken 
to Otho, who was standing by the young wife's 
side, and watching this ittle scene with great 
Interest, 

“In Brussels,” she responded, briefly, and did 
not think it worth while t0 mention onde 
what clroeumstances thelr meeting had taken 
place, 

**Qaite a pleasanb little sarprise for you 
both,” observed Otho, and Adrienne angwered 
fonocently,-— 

“Indeed, yor.” 

After Lionel had spoken to Sir Ralph, and greeted 
a few other old friends, he contrived to wander 
off into » small reception-room at the end-of the 
aulte, where he found himself alone. This was 
what he wanted, for he wae so entirely taken 
aback by the discovery of Lady Lynwood’: 
identity that at first be actually failed to realfse 
{t, He had kvown sire had left Benesele, for bs 
had watched the school several-days when {t 
went for fts dally walk on the Avenue Loulse, 
and observed she was not there; but {t never 
entered his wildest dreams to conceive that the 
should mesh again here. . 

The tmpression she had monde on him waz a 
carions ove, and quite unique fn his experfonce 
of women. She was unlike anyone else he had 
ever met; her gentle serenity, the fonocent 
meivete that was not childfshness, and the 
almaple candour which, even bis short acquaiat- 
arice had enabled him to see, was perfectly 
mataral to her, had made him set her on a 
pedestal somewhat higher than he had ever 

en to the rest of her sex; and 60 firmly had 

held to this idea of her auperiority that even 
now he would not drag her down to thé common 
level, although he had been Inclined to pronounce 
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of Lynwood having any other mistress than 
herself; and when she saw how young that 
enlstress was her indignation greatly increased, 
end she repeated for the hundredth time that 
' Sir Ralph had made a fool of himself in his 
old age !' 

Uaconsctous of the unfavourable erfticlsm on 
the part of the housekeeper, or the admiring 
rezards of the other servants, Adrienne went on 
vo the smallest of the reception rooms, where tea 
was alrendy seb cn A smal! gipsy table. 

“J thought Lady Lynwood might be tired, 
and would like a emp of tea before dinner, so I 
ordered {t,” observed Otho, 

‘Very thoughtfal of you,” commented the 
Baronet; “only you tast address my wife fn 
a less formal maurer thabo' Lady Lynwood,’ or 
{am sure ehe will feel hints.” © 

"Yes, indeed 1” sequlesced the young girl. 

''Oertainly, I will call her what you like,"’ 
aald Otho, pleasantly : ‘‘ bat you must give me 
proper instructions, [6 will hardly do to say 
* Aund,’ will ot rend etppae zs 

Adrienne barst Into 8 little tipple of lenghter’ 
—-28 sweet and clear a3 a ‘peal of eflver belly. 


"That would be too funy! No, you" thas?!" 


call me by my Chriatian namie—-Adrlonns.” ’ 

"So be ft, and I thank you for your kind 
permission, It fe such a pretty name—as you 
pronounce ft |” ; 

Presently, after she had finished her tea, the 
young wife went apstaire to change her dress, and 
che twe gentlemen were thus left alone, 

" Well, Otho, what do youthink of my bride }” 
asked Sir Ralph, as the door closed, 

"She is charming!” was the enthusiastic 
answer. “She is as falc and sweeb-looking as # 
fiower.” 

“Te she nosi” exclaimed the Baronet, with 
fond pride; *'and more than that, her soul isas 
pure and Innocent ae that of a young child, She 
fs perfectly free from knowledge of the world and 
{te wickedness, and views everything through 
the mediam of her own purity. A gentler, ten- 
derer, more gafleless nature {t was never my 
fortune to meet. Evil to her sas abhorrent as 
to the angels,” 

"Bat even angels fell!" muttered Otho to 
himself; with an evil smile that his moustache 
hid,. Aloud be sald,— 

*] bellevs you, uncle. I have not much faith 
in womankind generally, but I will make an ex- 
ception fa favour of this one.” 


“Don’t be cynical, my boy ; time. enongh for | 


that when you get an old man, and. the world 
haa shown you its shady side. By the bye, Otho, 
I owe yous good many thanks for your letter 
and the way fa which you have taken my mar- 
clage,” he added, his manner growing slightly 
embarrassed. ‘'[ assure you it has given me a 
very great deal of pleasure to kaow how diain- 
terested are your feellags towards me.” 

‘* My dear uncle, what right had I, of all men 
'o the world, to complain, when, as a matter of 
fact, I owe everything to you?” 

“T know, I Know ; but. some people would 
have looked at the matter differentiy—especially 
us I had led you te suppose [t was my Intention 
never to marry—as; ladeed, {t wae, Bat yorsee, 


Otho, even old nien are nob proof against Capld’s: 


power ; and J belleve [amare much in love asa 
boy of seventeen or elghteen.”’ ' ' 

‘' Old idiot !” wags Ocho’s mental comment on 
this confesefon ; but be smiled pleasantly In his 
cucle’s face as “if im gentle Indaligence of an 
amteble weakness, “ Well, you have» very fale 
excuse,” he observed, In angwer. 

‘*I cannot make ous how {ft Is I was so gall 
aatisiei with slogle bleasednesa,” went on the 
Baroust, ‘Most decidedly those men are 


happiest who have given hostages to fortune fa : 


che shape of wife and children. It would have 
been better had I married. earllar, but Iam not 
tvo old to look forward to seelng sons and daugh- 
tere grow up at my side,” : 
Otho tarnsd away and looked through. the 
window ; and it struck Sle Ralph thed bis speech 
was rather wanilug in tach at thad. precise 
Juuctare, t 
Luckliy, the panse that ensued was broken. by 
the entrance of Adrienne, who had changed her 
travelling dresa for one of white cashmere, made 


quite simply, In straight folds that fell in gracefal 
lines round slender young form, and sulted 
her beauty to. 

"You only want a halo to make you look like 
® medicval gaint!” exclaimed Osho, gaily; and 
immediately afterwards the butler announced 
that dinner was served, and they alladjourned to 
ths dining-room—a stately apartment panelled 
in oak, and hung round with family faite. 

‘How do you like your rooms!” asked Otho 
of Adrienne, when they 

ae, are charming-—xo 1 
8 61" she excleiaied, with the childish en- 
thusfasm me ‘ectly ndiural to her. 


will tell you about it some other time, nob now,” 
she answered hastily, and after this Sir Ralph 
could not press her, 

Nevertheless, the Incident was not forgotten 
either by him or his nephew, and, trivial as it was, 
it was yet destined to make an indelible fmpree- 
sion on both their memories, 


OHAPTER Xt. : 
oar nex) few days wers mostly teken up in 
{ng the viaitore who flocked 
its young 


Mistress, and discover what manner of woman 
| this “ old paan’s darling” was. — 
» “Dae verdletthey passed was. 
«| Alhough Adrienne had: seen) nol 


= Soros able. 
ot. the 


ress world, and knew nothing of fashlonable manners, 


roy elf," ee Fate 
“ Which was more than good of you. “E*msnre 

i don know how we can thank you/forthe 

troublé you have taken in our homeconififg."*” 


“Thas task repald {tself,” said the officer, | B 


and glancing at Lady Lynwood, tr order 
to compliment, He 

“Now tell me what has been happeniug: sitice 
I have been away,” eald Sir Ralph, more pleased 
than ever with his nephew's conduct, ‘You 
must have quite an accumulation of gossip,” 

"TY have heard very little—bat then yor must 
remember I have only been here a week.” 

“Still, you can learn a good deal fm a 
week,” oo 

"Perhaps I have been remiss in seeking fa- 

then, for certainly I know very little. 
By bye, there fz one piece of news, now 
om Pretty. Nathalle engaged! Well 1 supp 
i) a e suppose 
that is not s matter for surprise, Bat who le the 
lucky man?” ' 

A Mr, Farquhar.” 

“What Farquhar?” fnquired the Baronet 
knitting his brows. 

‘He is a financier, and a very rich man, bub 
people down here are inclined to look coldly on 
the match, which, they aay, ts one of convenience 
only, 

“I am sure I hope not, for Nathalle le one of 
the most charming girls I know, and csrtainly 
deserves a happy fabure.” 

“She will probably. enjoy a happy one,” ob- 
served Ocho, with a cynical "Did I not 
tell you the man was very rich, aud-will not any, 
woman sell herself for the wealth that carries 
her futo the. paradise of jewels and fine clothes 
and opera boxes and admiration } ”’ 

Sir Ralph frowned his displeasure at. the 
speech, which he did.not answer. He was In- 
clined to think Otho rather wanoting Ip tact 


now, ; 

* Has her brother come home yet!” he. asked 
presently. 

" What, Lionel! No, he was to have bean 


ago, but he contrived to fall down 
Bragsels, and broke his so he has been a 


“ Whare did you mest him!” saked her hus 
band, with some asperlty. 
‘Io Brussels.” 


* At your school. t” ini 








“Oh, no! He rendered mea service once, I 


? 


she had » quiet, acious digaity. that. wae 
innate, and which - supplied. the place: of 


experience, 


Peopla were charnaed with her delicate, fower- 
L aud the awee® tranquillity of her amalle, 
0 motives they . t 
for 
eovmated by 


lam ” sii ne ; 
A ale ead i sal in 6 aii, i,” 
bal soe pe neh do wal 


in the present atate of 
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two members of opposite erx:s to be friends 
onless are relatives.” 

“Toit?” she sald, aurprisedly, "I do not see 
why {t should be impossible,” 

“'Taen you belleve tn platonic affection 1” 

“Oertainly I do, If psople have tastes and 
synpathles in common I do nob understand why 
they should be debarred from each other’s com- 
panfonship because they happen to belong to 
different.sexes.” 

Otho shrugged his shoulders, 

“I don’t see why they should elther, but you 
seo the world has put {ts veto on such friend- 


abips." 
“Then the world!” 

He again, but a strange gleam shob 
into his eyes, He had seb himself the task of 
the character of bis uncle’s wife, and 
each revelation was carefally treasured up in his 
memory for fature use, Simple and innocent as 
she appeared, ft was yet not the simplicity of 
weakness, and there were depths In her nature 
that had never yet been sounded, and of whose 
existence she herself was t. She had 
{nfinite capabilities of love, of stiffering, and of 
devotion, but these forcas yet elumbered, walt- 
ing for the magic of an éichanter’s wand to wake 
them Into life, 

Nathalle Egerton had been one of the first to 
call at Lynwood Hall, and she and Adrienne had 
im taken a great fancy to each other, 
seid nothing of her meeting with 
Lione), and had listened attenttvely, but without 
remark, when Nathalie told ber they expected 
him home on the following day. 

He really came this time, in spite of hie sister’s 
declaration thet after 20. many tmente 


"I was growing qalte hopsiess, You have been 
coming oe weed | reed and have disappointed 
as at the last moment,” she sald, when the 
first greetings were over, and brother and sister 
sat together on the couch, his arm twined fondly 
—_ her walsh, while his eyes gazed tenderly 
“Tt was not my fanlt, my broken bones refased 
and the doctors 


to said aniess I kept myself 
q might go bout the for the 
reat of my days,” he ; “and as that was 


beantifal women now. Bat {t seems to me, 
Nathalle, you are pale and thin, and you: look as 
if you were very much worried !” 


y- 

It was true; she felt more than worrled, but 
tt was far from her desire that he shonld guess 
the reason of her trouble. * 
she wore on 


‘* Whatsplendid opala!” he exclaimed. “Bat 
you should not wear them—they are anlucky for 
people not born In Octebér,” 

“Are they! Fortunately I am not super- 
eiltions,” : j 


whatever {t was, she clearly wished him kept in 
Ignorance, and so he made no further remark 
beyond congratulating her, and wishing her all 
fature happiness, 

You cannot think what a delight ft fs to me 
to be ab home once more,” he said, as he went 
to the window and looked out, while she joined 
him and leaned on his shoulder. ‘In my dreams, 
when I was far away, I so often saw the old house 
and the avenue leading up to ft, with the sun- 
light playing on the leaves, Ab, Nathalie! there 
is no place like home i” 

“Bat there are very few homes'ns beantifal as 
ours, Lionel.” 

“No; It fs fadeed a place to be proud of 1” he 

while his eyes rested fondly on the 
velvet, smooth lawns, where s couple of stately 
peacocks were sunning themselves, and then 
travelled onwards to the park, with {ts miniature 
forests of bracken.. "J. would not part with 
K e for an Emperor's ransom |” 
looked at him with strange Intentnezs. 

** And you would think no sacrifice too great 
to retain it?” 

“None, Why, it bas been fn our family so 
long that to er with tt would be sacrilege—- 
desecration. I would rather lose twenty years of 
my life than my heritage, Bat, why do yon 

* euch a thing?” he asked, playfully. 
**Sarely there fe no fear of {ts belong wrested 
from us?” 

"No fear of it—now,” she sald, with  ittle 
catching of the breath ; and he wondered at the 

ion her face wore as she spoke the words; 
it reminded him of the picture of s martyr he 
had once seen, and that had impressed him 
strongly with & tense of the “ faithfalness unto 
death ” It was intended. to convey. 

Nathalfe turned quickly from the window, so 
that he should have no further opportunity of 
atudying her features, and as she did so, eho sald 


to _ 

"My sacrifice has not been in vain |” 

There was no lack of subjects of conversation 
between and sister; each had much to 
tell the other, and {t seemed asif their confidences 
would never end, 

" And are you coms back quite heartwhole!” 
asked Nathalle, playfully. 

" Qafte,” he answered ; but she fancied a shade 
of red showed {n his bronzed complexion, 

‘Do you mean to tell me you have been away 
all these years and not fallen fn love ?”’ 

“Oh, for that matter, I have fallen In love 
half-a-dozen times or more, but the awkward 
I have fallen out again as readily,” he 
"'T fancy my ideal woman must 
ted one; at all events, I have not 


is she like—the ideal ¢”’ } 

& moment, as ff conjuring up a 
before he answered. 
be rather tell, rather slight, have 
eyes the colour of pansies! she 
8, Very womanly ; innocent 
tender bat not weak, and, 


i sbeatce 
fin 
i 
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i 
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athalle laughed, 

You are, indeed, modest In your require- 
your standard, I am not 
has never been reached-—— 


Yes,” be sald, dreamily, and speaking more 
to himself than her, "there fs such a worman ia 
the world—I have seen her,” 


ice 

ae8 
u 
Be 
=, 


“Bat what ts the meaning. of this ring,j “Where?” 


The answer that trembled om his Ips dled there 
unspoken. He guddenly seemed to remember 


. “Tn a far-off land ; but she {za dream, a vision, 


an airy, unsubstantfal 
strange Intonation In his voice, 
The memory 


waa too sacred to be spoken of, even to his elster ; 

and, as lf to evades further discussion 

gwent towards the door. “I am going to my father 

—will you come {” 

+ “No; I have some housshold affairs to see to, 

De menSenee er ee Seer to take. you 
morrow 





with me to Lynwood Hall night, Sir 
sped sp rabpes ego age 


: 


“My respect for Sir Ralph fs nob what 1b need 
to be, I had no {des he would ever make such a 
fool of himself as to marry a young wile,” 
“Walt until you have seen her, and then, 
“owen you'll understand {1 better,” retorted 
sister, who entertafasd » great admiration for 
Adrienne—the adifration of one handsome 
woman for another, 

Lionel shragged hia shoulders indifferently. 
He was not In the least anxlous to ace her ; 
and, fn point of fact, if he thought of her at 
all ip was as an Intriguing woman who, for the 
sake of his wealth, had entangled the Baronet ia 
her toils, 


OHAPTER Xil. 


Lynwoop Hatt was lighted ap from basqment 
to garret, aad every five minutes carriages rolled 
up the approach, deposited thelr bardens, and 
drove away to give place to othars. 

The Egertones’ conyeyance was 6 lnomberlog 
old family coach that had moat decidedly zeen 
better days, bub which, if ponderous, was got 
very comfortable, and, more than that, bad a 
certain grandeur about it that my have been 
partially due to the coat-of arms blazoned on {ts 
panele, and partly to its als. ; 

No more distinguished-looklog visitors than 
Nathalie and Lionel Ezerton had yet arrived, 
and as they entered the room she, in trailing 
skixte of amber brocade, that had been her 
mother’s, and he in plain evening dress, a stight 
murmur of admiration was audible, They did, 
Indeed, make a handsome couple, but they were 
both either serenely unconscious of, or supremely 
indifferent to, the fact. 

Adrienne, se they came up, had her back to 
them, having turned round to speak to someone, 
so 1b was only when they were close to her that 
she saw them. 

A. sudden light came {no her eye, a bright 
suille trembled on her iips, and her colom 
deepened perceptibly as she met Egsrion’s gaze 
of utter surprise, 

* Lady Lynwood, may I intrvodnos my brother 
to you!” said Nathalie, 

“There is no necevsity for an iatroduction 
Miss Egerton ; we have mot before,” she repiled 
and held out her hand, which Lione) took, with 
a few words Indfoative of his astonishmen’. 

** But where have you and Lady Lynwood 
me!" inquired Nathalle, afcer she had epoken 
to Otho, who was standing by the young wife's 
side, and watching this little scene with great 
luterest, 

"In Brussels,” she responded, briefly, and did 
not think is worth while to mention onde 
what clroeumstances thelr meeting had taken 
place. . 

**Qaite a pleasant little sarprise for you 
both,” observed Otho, and Adrienne answered 
innocently ,—— 

“ Indeed, yes.” 

After Lionel had epoken to Sir Ralph, and greeted 
a few other old friends, he contrived to wander 
off into » small reception-room at the end of the 
aulte, where he found himself alone, This was 
what be wanted, for he wae so entirely token 
aback by the discovery of Lady Lynwood’: 
identity that at first re actually falled to ren\fse 
{t, He had kvown she bad left Beuesele, for bs 
had watched the school several-days when it 
went for {ts dally walk on the Avenue Loulze, 
and observed she was not there; but {t never 
entered his wildest dreams to conceive that they 
should meeb again hera. 

The Impression she had made on him waz 4 
carious one, and quite aniaune fn his experience 
of woraen, She was uniike anyone else he had 
ever met; her gentle serenity, the fonocent 
meivets that was mot childishness, and the 
almple candour which, even bis short acquaint- 
ance bad enabled him to see, was perfectly 
mataral to her, had made him set her on a 
pedestal somewhat higher than he had ever 

to the rest of her sex; and 60 firmly bad 
held to this ides of her superfority that even 
now he would not drag her down to the common 





level, although he had been Inciined to pronounce 
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@ harsh jadgment on the girl who had become 
Sir Ralph Lynweod's wife. 

“There are circumstances in the case that I 
do not understand, bus I would stake my life 
she was actuated by 20 unworthy motive,” he 
sald to himself; and then after a little while, he 
went back to the drawing-room and stood in » 
ome unconeclous of how keenly he was watch- 


very detall of her appearance Impressed itself 
on his memory. She was dressed In some very 
pale pink material—hardly pink, indeed, but 
white, in which a faint roseate hue was vidlble— 
and in her hafr and bosom nestled tuberoses. 
Nothing could exceed the delicate loveliness of 
the picture she made, and the charm was 
heightened by her exquisitely trangull grace. 

“What do you thiok of my uncle’s wife?” 
asked Otho Lynwood, joining him in his corner, 

Lionel started slightly at the question. 

“I think her lovely, as other people must aleo 
think her,” he answered, 

Otho rafeed his eyebrows supercillously. 

“ Yes, she fs pretty enough, bub for my part 
I prefer a little more colour—she is too like s 
narclaaus, or one of those tuberoses in her hair, 
Don’t you think a dash of red in her cheeks 
would Improve her ¢” 

“No, I de not-—-you might as well try to im- 
prove a lily with rouge. She fs as perfect as a 
woman can ever hope to be,” 

‘You are enthusiastic,” observed Lynwood, 
with a alight lengh ; “I did not know you were 
such @ connoisseur of female charms,” 

‘I never professed to be, but I have artistic 
instincts, and Lady Lynwood satisfies them.” 

“Are you going to stay at King’s Dene 
jong!” asked the officer, with an abrupt change 
of subject, 

‘* Yee, expect so, You see, it fs 9 good while 
since I have been at home, so I shan't want to 
leave it in a hurry.” 

‘*No, of course not, Well, I hope I shall see 
& good deal of you, for I am going to be here 
some time, and occasionally I find the hours 
hang « ifttle heavily, The country is all very 
wel! in Ite way, but it’s such a deucedly mono- 
tonous way afterone has been accustomed to 
town life. Are you fond of tennis?” 

“ ta very.” 

“That's 8 good thing, for down here people 
think of nothing else fn the way of amuse- 
ment. Sir Ralph has an exceptionally good 
lawn, which I find a great resources. He bas 
altered the grouads considerably since you went 
away.” 

Has he? They ased to be very pretty, I 
remember.” 

“ They are still prettier now, ~ Come over in 
the morning, and [ will take you round the 
estate and show you the improvements,” 

“ Thanks, I shall be very happy,” responded 
Lionel, marvelling slightly at this cordiality on 
the part of Otho. 

They had known each other from boyhood, 
butit can hardly be sald they had ever been 
friends, for there were few sympathies or con- 
genial tastes between them, and, as a conse- 
— they had not seen very much of each 
other, 

Bat now Lynwood seemed determined to alter 
the former state of things, for his manner 
became warm and friendly, and, contrary to bis 
usual custom with men, he even exerted himself 
to make himself agreeable to Lionel—-although 
not In such a marked way as to arouse ‘the 
latter’s suspicions of any ulterior motive, 

Meanwhile, in another part of the room, a 
different scene was belug enacted. Nathalie had 
been lstlessly turning over some photographic 
views, when she heard her name pronounced, 
a, looking up, beheld Hugh Clevelend at her 
side, 


Every vestige of colour fled from her cheek, 
and she made a startled movement, as {f she 
would have run away, but he put his hand on 
her wrist, and prevented her. 

“ You shall not escape me thie time,” he eaid, 
in a low, fierce whisper; ‘'I have tried long 
enough and hard enough to see you, and have 
hitherto been baffled, but I shall not let this 
opportunity slip,” 





‘‘Hush!” she sald, regaining her com 

although her voloe trembled; “ for Heaven’s 

sake do not make a scene—remember how many 
there are about who will notice us.” 

“If you are afraid of that, come out on the 
et oe we yea sce odley mgaabotn tery 
no singular proceeding,’ returned, 
a 3; 'I am determined to speak to you, 
but ib is for you to decide how and where.” 

She hesitated a moment, then rose and took 
hisarm. She was observant enough to see that 
he was quite resolved to carry his pofnt, and that 
if she did nob acquiesce in his proposal he would 
say what he had to any in the room, and atten- 


tion would probably be attracted towards them ;° 


she therefore thought it wiser to fall in with his 
first suggestion, and so they passed through the 
open French windows on to the terrace. 

No one else was there, which was strange, as 
the night was an exceptionally lovely one. The 
moon was almost at her fall, and under the infia- 
ence of her beams a silver glamour seemed to lie 
over the landscape, From th gardens below 
came the subtle wafte of perft.ae, and no sound 
broke the stillness .but the faint rustling of the 
glossy laurel leaves, as a gentle wind crept in 
amongst them, 

Nathalie, standing there fo her gold-cdloured 
akirts, and with a black lace mantilla twleted 
round her shouldere—through whose meshes the 
shoulders themselves shone like polished {vory— 
looked even more queenly than usual, and Cleye- 
—" eyes involuntarily softened ac he gazed ab 


r. 

“ZT have bad a hard battle with my pride, but 
love hae conquered,” he sald, after a pause, and 
with a curious bittererness in his voice ; "' perhaps 
you will think !t cowardly of me to come te you 
agsin after your father’s rejection of my sult, 
followed by the letter in which you confirmed It; 
bit somehow, and in spite of that letter, I 
could not believe your affection had died eo soon, 
and I fancied you might be under some coercion, 
which was eee you to act contrary te your 
wishes, Was I right, Nathalie?” 

She did not reply immediately, but looked 
away from him across the moonlight lawns, 
When she spoke her-voice was very low. 

“ T was alone when I wrote that letter, and no 
one dictated {t but myself. I told you it was 
best forue to part—why cannob you accept my 
decision §” 

** Because happiness and I won’t part company 
so eadlly. Good Heavens, how calm)y you epeak 
—as if the question were a trivial one, instead of 
being & matter of life or death 1” he exclaimed, 
bebween his set teeth, "I have heard that 
women are fickle—that thelr fancies are light as 
wind, ant change equally easily ; but I never be- 
Meved it— I cannot belleve it now, although your 
own words gomdemn you, Ah! Nathalie, think 
of what you say, what you do, aud then tell me 
there la some error, some mistake, and that you 
are still my own true love !” 

Tn his voice, his manner, there was a pasaton 
which told its own tale, and who shall measure 
the strength of the temptation Nathalle felt to 
cast herself on his breast, and let all other con- 
siderations vanish before the great one of justify- 
ing his falth ! ' 

Her heart was beating as though {it would 
burst all barriers in ite cfforts to get free; her 
blood coursed through her veins with a swift 
vitality born of the excitation of his presence— 
she would ‘have given ten years of ber life just 
to He once more In his arms and see his lovelit 
eyes gazing down into here, as they had gazed 
but « few short weeks ago; but a vision of her 
father’s careworn face rove up before her, the 
words Lionel had spoken the preceding morning 
rang io her ears, and her resolve to persevere in 
her sacrifice, even to the bitter end, grew strong 
ones more, 

She dared not tell him of the reasons that 
actuated her conduct, for If he had guessed them 
he would have combated them with all his 
ot and her battle would have to be fought 

over 5 


Tt was Stter to let him think her falee, and | | 


then his pain at her loss would be less, 
"There is no mistake,” she sald, clearly and 
Incisively, ‘‘ what I wrote to you Iam ready to 





repeat, namely, that {it fa quite impossible I can 


ever marry you. 
“Bat, why not, Nathalle—why nob! Cannot 
you give me some reason |” 

"No ! {¢ la eufficlent to state the fact.” 


EBs 
pet 


In front of 


iW, 


long, breath, 

‘Who is the man?” he saked, fo ominously, 
low volce, ; 

“ Gilbert Farqubar.” 

"He who was talking to you 
when I came from your father’s study! If ft 


at the window 
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this with no pity, 
£5 SES 
bi, and noble ; you 
degre my ley and robbed me of my ellef, 
aud now I see your sex as they are, vain—selfich, 








a 


aS 6 


SSS 


s—kE 


SS aes R5 EE 


ose 


—_ 
=e 


Seas aredte sornrn sa 


July 14, 1900. 


THE LONDON BEADER. 


329 








heartless, and ready to be bonght or sold, as the 
case may be, for so many pleces of gold. I have 
been blind, bub now my eyes are oper, and 
never again will the same delusion bave power to 
deceive me. Perhaps you have done me a service, 
J do nob know; only I would give half my life 
to have my blindnese back again, and the happl- 











—10I— 
OHAPTER XXt. 
What's what's to come, 
Ie mate 
Pag gia tells up that cw ey a ge 
weeks, years, over to end 
they were created, would Biag whit bare oats 
ve, 
Les thes do nich do this to Otte! Time is 
more mercifal to her than that, though in her 
first grief she may wish to lay her 
weary down for an eternity of rest, and 
pars to where “beyond these volces there is 
Bat, as I say, Time is kinder to her, and only 
strings seven more days upon his necklace, Seven 
short, swift-passing days, for Fate has nob any 
intention of ee ee There 
Pod ser ses gs the love history to be 
flattered over read before the white hairs 
shall come In the tawny hair, the wrinkles carve 
themselves in the cream-tinted cheeks, and the 
nDet the at ee ee ae 
r] a She 
thought the summer of her unantes. tee 
the wiater come as soon as It Old 
age and which go hand-in- , would 
only be welcome to her now. ‘ a 
Monotonowe quiet had once more settled down 
upon the old water-mill. ets he det 
as {> had been a was absent. 
ue tee not seen egain, He had irre- 
v ¥ gone 
2 hd oeaee tl gence 7 
qu one morning 
Olivs fancled on account of some laters be hed 
post, but 
she had not celiheueel oF tothe case 
which affected her very little; she was only too 
zlad, too thankfal, to be quit of him so soon. 
The sight of hfe tal), gaant figure and dark face 
WM & perpetual offence. She wanted to 
the past, and he reminded her of ft, 
her, boo keenly, too bitter! , too sorrowfally. 
Nefther of the two Daunte had, however, ever 
alluded to thab fateful day. They knew from 
the girl's sad face, voice, and weariness of 
manner, that everything bad happened jast as 
they , and thought {+ rg oD aaery to 
ro lscreetly silent om thore of the 








That Otlve had sunk Into a kind of dreaming, 
melancholy , Speaking but little, and 
then only of n ty, caused them no eort of 


anxiety. 

‘It ts but a few days ; it will pass off, She 
will come round,” was the verdict of the amiable 
pair, when they discussed the affair together in 


} private with supreme satisfaction. 


intended her to feel so completely in 
their ds, 20 bound and welded to them fn 
every way as to preclude any {dea of her being 
able to emancipate herself, or assert a freedom. 
That having no other single soul {nm all the world 
to turn to, she would perforce instinctively sink 
{nto complete submission, to be turned and 
twisted as offered, and as they 
commanded. A most worthy programme. 

One sole thing rather harassed their minds at 
this jancture, That was no had been heard 
of the runaway. True, a short tims had ela; 
as yet; bub {6 wae @ necessity she should be 
found, and comfortably installed once more 
where she could do no . 

Then Stephen received some kind of 


When he eald good-bye before his departure 
he evinced no lover-like demonstration, much to 
the > relief, merely shook her hand saying,— 

shall not be away long, Olive. It le a 


business matter which attention, 
otherwise I would not leave you. this case 
after. When 


for any answer. 
The girl looked after him down the little 


ae ore 
* you come back,” she muttered to her- 


*you will nob find a smiling face, and a 
all ready for you. The face from which 
have driven all smiles will not be here, I 
cannot stay here. I must go away, somewhere, 
anywhere, out into the world if need be; bnt 


—— up at the sky, or at the ripenlog fruls 
above bead sand setenelito ba making for whore 
Ollve stood by the low stone wall, close to the 


As abe came near the girl saw {t was no one she 
knew—no one belonging to the village. The 
features were entirely strange to her, and che was 
nob garbed in the Breton country dress, but in a 





stmple ordinary costume, too nest and good for a 





begging wayferer, and too uppretending for a 
tourist or pleasure traveller en route through the 
country in search of ihe pichureeque. 

The worman came clove up to Olive, and then 
stopped the other side of the wall. 

“Ts this a place called Moulinot?” she sald, 
quietly, looking at the girl with a patr of faded 
blue eyes, from which all colour seemed to have 
been long since washed out; and, fludeed, her 
whole face was colourless and faded, too, though 
oncs on a time it might have been handsome 
enough—a blonde beauty that quickly goes. Such 
a one was this, 

“ Yes,’ answered Olive, “' thie is the back part 
of Monlinot. The front way lies on the other 
side, round from the road. 

** They told me in the village it was somewhere 
bereabouts, 1 took what seemed to me to be the 
quickest way to reach It, for I saw « building in 
the distance, at the end of the orchard wherel 
came in, which I concluded must be the place I 
wanted, Back or front way does not much matter 
tome so long as {t ls Moullnots, A woman named 
Daunt—Rebecca Daunt -lives here, does she not * 
At least, I know she does, I have been told so,” 
ended the woman, rapldly, as if, fearing a possible 
contradiction from the girl, she anticipated any 
such assertion by proclaiming {b as a known 
fact. 

“Yea, Misa Daunt lives here,” returned Olive, 
wondering ab the women’s somewhat strange 
manner; “do you want to see her!” 

**Ie she there "--pointing towards the mill— 
“now—this very moment! Inside thab very 
house!” 

**T believe Mise Daunt feat the Convent of St. 
Ursula jus} now ; bat she will be back before 
very long, I daresay, if you would like to walt to 
8ee ner. ” 


** Does she live alone 1 Ia there no one with ber 7 
There should be a child, a little girl calied Olive 
—Olive Lyster ?” said the woman, again « little 
eagerly, ecanning the girl’s face with those faded 
bloe eyes. 

“Tam Olive Lyster, and I live at Monllnot 
with Miss Daunt,” retarned the girl, quietly. 

* You !” came rapidly from the strauger’s lips. 

** Are you really Olive Lyater, little baby Olive, 
whom I used to fa my arme and fondle ‘ 
Tiny Olive? But that le many years ago— many 
long, terrible years, which have been a dream-—a 
horrible dream. I forget how time has passed 
by,”——with a shudder and contraction of the 
leaden-hued brows—*'let me come in, close 6. 
you. I want to talk to you. It is you I have 
coms to see, let me come in,” and she pushed the 
orchard gate sjar, and came through Into the 
garden to Olive’s side as she spoke, Then 
she laid one hand on the girl's shoulder, and 
fastened a wistfal, concentrated look upon the 
face near to hers, 

“Yes!” she said, at lnat, with conviction, 
“now Fsee you close you are Olive; there are 
the same features I knew #0 many years ago—the 
same cheeks I have kissed a scors of times, long, 
long ago. You do not remember met” 

"No, I cannot remember you,” returned Olive, 
slowly, trying to recall a wandering memory of 
the woman before her, but fruitlersly, 

“Of course riot. How should you! You 
were but a babe then, a pretty, brown-eyed 
babbling thing, and I loved you. For the sake of 
that time, Olive, will you kles me now?’ 

The girl did not hesitate for one moment. 
The little appeal for love touched her, If thle 
stranger spoke traly, here was someone who had 
once been her friend, and who seemed to be one 
atill—someorie who had loved her In the past, 
and might love her still. The thought moved 
her heart in sudden inclination to do as she waa 
asked, and she leaned forward and put her own 
red lips to the ashen cheek fn a gentle kiss, 

“Thank you, dear!" said the woman, softly, 
“thank you for that kles. I knew you would 
do it when I asked you, The baby Oltve I used 
to caress had always a winsome, lovable heart, 
and she has [t still; that bas not altered in the 

least I find. Ah! my dear, ib {s many» long 
year alnce I have felt anyone's lips on my poor 
faded cheeks, Abt first, when | was takon away, 
T used to fsncy I felt your iittle arms round my 
neck, and your lips on mine, but fh was all 
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fancy then, I have had many fancles since, 
horrible ones !—but they are gone, Those years 
have been a long terrible dream, from w! I 
tried to wake. I am awake now, and ~_ 
memory haa all come back. I can think, 
plan, and remember jast as I used to do befors 
vhat fearful dream came.” 

The woman threw back her head ag she 
finished speaking, as though casting off the re- 
collection of the nightmare which had possessed 
her for so long. And a light came into the 
colourless eyes while gazing at the girl beside 


her. 

* Yes,” she went on, excitedly, evidently fired 
by her own thought, “my memory has all come 
back to me ab last, I am going to use Ib for 
your benefit—yours, the creature I loved—and 
thwart them both, after all, Through that 
hideous dream ft was alwaye In my mind to do 
ft, It was not all senseless raving on my part, 
though they both made out it was. Ah!” with 
an angry motion of her hand, “ you did nob 
think I was going to awake and frustrate your 
scheme, most precious pair! Bab you will soon 
discover your mistake now. Tell me, my dear,” 
she added, more calmly, “have you had a 
heppy life with them—Rebecca Daunt and ber 
brother ¥"’ 

Olive looked at her for a» moment, wondering 
what this stranger should koow about g 
in this way ; then ehe anawered, bealtatingly,— 

“I believe they have Intended to be kind te 
me, I ought to be very gratefal to them.” 

“They have not fil-treated you, then? Not 
beaten, or starved, or shut you up? But, of 
course, they hayes not, or you would not look as 
you do, Such treatment as shat would tell {ts 
own tale without any need of words. Hard- 
ehip speaks for iteelf, Stil, it te not always 
deeds alone that hurt one. I know that well 
enough in my own case. Are you happy now f” 

The girl fe silent, and the stranger goes on,— 

" You do nob answer my question. I will put 
it another way, then. Are you contented with 
your life—contented to remain where you are 
csow-—to go on living with them as you have 
done hitherto until to-day ” 

“Oh, no, nol” comes rapidly from Olive’s 
lips almost ere she really knows what she {a 
eaylug. It ls an impulee of aversion to the idea 
wich prompts the negative. 

“You are not happy or contented, clearly, 
What have they done to you, dear? Tell me, 
Do nob be afraid to do so. I would nob harm 
you for all the world. I only wish to do you 
good. Confide in me. Iam sure I can, and will 
help yor.” 

Something In the woman’s voice and spsech 
seems to wring 2 trathfal response, Olive feela 
she can truet her somehow—that here {s no 
enemy, but a friend, 

How sorely she needs one no soul but herself 
knows, Instinct gaides her answer, as she says, 
low-volced, —- 

**} am not happy—I am miserable and mos 
unhappy, becanse—becanse Stephen Daunt wants 
me to marry him, and I do mot wish to be his 
wife!’ 

The woman gazes wild-eyed into her face aa 
zhe ends. 

“Wants you to marry him!” she repeats, 
with concentrated bitterness, “Oh! the viliain ! 
the vilisia! He te married already, and I am 
his wife.” 





CHAPTER XXII, 

“It’s Hberty alone thet gives the flower of fleeting 
ile Ea lustre and perfume ; and we are w with- 
ous it. 

"Yes, Olive, Tam Stephen Daunt's :lawial 
wife ; married to him before yon wers born |" she 
gces ov, seelng the girl’s look of ‘utter etupefied 
wonder aad horror ad this sudden unmasehing. of 
@ contemplated villainy. ~~ 

"The wretched wife he wanted to get rid of, 
and shut upin a madhonee with raving, senseless, 
violent beinge, who made her worse than she 
would have been. Iam not mad now, dear,’’'as 
the girl gave her a Httle sudden frightened look. 


fear. Iam sane enough now, I was never very 
mad even at my worst. They treated me shame- 
fully by shuttlog me up. I was harmlese—quite 
harmless, I would have burt no one. I 

to dream, but they were always quiet drears 
that would never harm anyone, As I say, I was 
never very mad, but they made me worse, those 
dreadfal raving creatures I was herded with, 
ata why they shut me up in a mad- 


The girl made ‘a motion of dissent. She had 
not yet recovered from the shc ck of this discovery. 
One blow seemed to follow another with fatal 
swiftness, Her life, hitherto so uneventfal, ap- 
peared to have suddenly turned Into s whirlpool 
of doubt, dread, and horror. 

If {6 was all true what this strange visitant told 
her, from what bad she not escaped, and been 
delivered from! Truly, she found ** what's past 
and what’s to come, is strewn with husks.” 

** Because they were afraid of me. I knew too 































be pat away. 

Th wasa lie that I trled to murder them, 
that I attempted thefr missrable lives. I never 
had such a thought fn my mind once. I was 
waiting for my chance to speak, avid tell what 
knew to the one person who should by « 
In a moment of passion I unhappily leb my secret 
thonght escape me. From that hour they never 
let me go from their sight, for they were afraid 
of me. Then I was soon taken away, far, far 
away, and shut up. 

*T tried to say what. I knew, but 1b was too 
late. They called it the ravings of a mad 
woman's diseased brain, and there was no one 
to contradict them. But at last my chance has 
come, At last, after all these horrible years |” 
she cries, amis Ba her arms in 4 kind of 
ccatets while a faint colour burns in the ashen 


c 

“They thought I should die in the prison to 
which they consigned me—die, and make no 
sign—but I lived to confound their vilenese. Aa 
my memory came slowly back to me in that 
prison-house so did I gather all my proofs 
together. I forgot nothing, nothing; not one 
single thing fn the whole chain, It is com- 
plete, even to one eingle link, [I placed ft all 
— before I came to Moulinod to-day to 

nd you. 

“T bave longed to see you, dear, bat I walted 
to link the chaln first lest my chance should be 
torn awsy from me a second time, and I should 
lose {6 for ever, They cannot harm elther you 
or I.now ; {a is ont of their power to do so,” she 
adds, triamphantiy, ‘for I have placed the chain 
of proof in anfe hands. They may do their very 
worat, bui they cannot harm any more, Their 
evil reign Is over! 

“Oh! most worthy busband of mine, you 
little thought It was my doing that took you 
away this morning on an errand of discovery 2s 
you imsgined—that the meseage which caused 
your departure came through me by other 
hands, You think you ere going to ponncs 
upon your poor unhappy wife, and imprison her 

; bat bow you err! 

"My dear,” she ends more gently, taking ove 
of Olfve’s hande in hers, “Stephen Daunt will 
not want you to marry him now, He will never 
trouble you with such @ desire again. Henes- 
forth you will be free of him—free as tho alr of 
the heavens above, Oh! the glory of a freedom, 
the exquiaite sense of belong 1” lifting her 
{ace towards the eky {n a sudden impulse of joy 
at her own deliverance from the bondage of 
years, 


Who then, is free? The wise who well maintains 
An empire o'er himachf, and breaks misfortune 
With superior force.” 


The girl shudders as she thinks of the enare 
which has been lafd for her, feeling how ubterly 



















“Do not be afraid of me, There fs nothing to 


helpless she would have been in the matter. 
Her mind iz In» perfect chaos of thought as 


I che hears thle poor thing before ber anfoldtog by 


































of treachery end deceit—evidentiy 
the growth and outcome of many years past, 
peonge ises intuitively that ft fs no fiction 






8 . 
Let me ask you something,” she begins, Im- 
ploringly ; “If. you knew me when I was.a baby, 
tall I pray y you, who ene pide pal 
‘Have anything oua your- 
self?” inquires the woman In Es toy “What 
have they told a or, rather, what have they 
ou ve ” 


furfously. “They have lied to you for purposes 
of thelr own. Your mother was an honourable 
woman, and I can prove ft. Iam going to prevo 
{t, Listen, dear, a wonderful change fs golvg to 
happen to you——something you do not yo Ib 
is on ite way tO you already, A great ge is 


coming in your life,” 

“A ———. coming. to..me!" murmurs 
Olive faintly, wondering, ‘* What change }” 

“You are going awayfrom here. Golng to leave 
Moulinot. Wiliyou be sorry to got” 

“No, not sorry,” anewers the girl with a tiny 
shiver. “I think I shall be glad. I have often 
longed to go away, when I was not so unhappy a» 
Iam now, Everything here makes me feel sad. 
I shall be glad to go.. I have never known any 
other home but Moulinot, but of late I have been 
most-——mcst miserable fn {t.” 

“You will not be pecs Saad ane 3 you 
are & to be very happy, .. ‘This greav 
aoe your Iife will bea happy one, believe 
me, Itiscoming soon—almoat ab once, As! 
said just now, it ts already on Its way, Ib may 
reach you any moment, If this place makes you 
ushappy you need never see it ogain after to- 
night, for you are golug to leave Moulinot thie 
very evening.” 


“ am I going | ” 
“To England! to a beautiful place in Eng- 
land!” answers the woman, with decialon. 

“But how? How ami to go? Shall I have 
to go alone?” falters the girl, again. 

“No, not alone, I am goleg with you for 
one, but you will be under the eafe protection of 
others bealdes myself, You will be well taken 
care of, Olive.” 

” Daunt, Miss Rebecca, will che go 
as well?” aske the gir), slowly. 

* Yes, she will have to go, Her presence wht 
be necessary, She ia ove cf the links of the 
chain, They must both be there, both of those 
two ; the brother, avd the sleter, and the wife ! 
she returns, with @ contraction of the brows. 
"Look dear, there ls some one coming for you 
from the mill,” 

Olive turns quickly, and sees Nannetie roa- 


ning along the _ towards her, 
“Mademolseile, little mademoleelle, come ix, 
come beg ns the old woman, a little 
out of breath with her burry, and taking 0° 
notice of the stranger « g by the gil’ 
side, Madame Is back from the Convent, ané 
two messieurs have arrived and inquired for you. 
They bade me bring you to them at once. There 
is something wrong. Madame looks like 
thunder-cloud, so black-browed, I do nod ~ 
why they are come, but {t fe something of 'm- 
portance, Iam eure, Come, then, with haste, 
ended the old woman, quivering with ber excite- 
mend, 

Her quick eyes had immediately discerned that 
there was something very much out of the 
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common connected with the arrival of these 
two gentlemen, who demanded to see 
the mademolselle with such an alr of 


6 ib 
going todo? W am I going?” 

* pel” ssssverated: the woman, with 
ental oo), , As there fan jast Heaven 
above ts .O @,, You are ei” 

OHAPTER XXIII. 


“ Thee I have heard relating what was done, ere m 
remembranos. Now hear me relate my story, w 
perkape thou hast not heard.” 


In the heart of one of England’s pastoral 
counties stands the fine old country-house called 
™ Marleswoode |” 

Ib ts the seat of the ‘Bruce family — 4 
splendid jold-fashfoned mansion eet amid a 
park of glorious oaks and elms, with ‘smlliig 
farm lands round about [t on every side, through 
ae river meanders past mead and 
wood, field and cottage alike. 

Over the country an early autumn richness Is 
falling, as yet untinged by later ruseet golds and 
browns—the fading hues of a passing year. 

In the library at Marleswoode—a long w'de- 
bailt and meg o- 2 out — & lovely 

utifally kept, are six person 
walting for a seventh to enter, ? 

It {s jast over the twenty-four hours since the 
exit from the Pont l’Abbaye water-mill, and the 
poe have a —— Fpl this 
morning special purpose, In fact, to pnt to 
ster confusion. the absent seventh, oa hay 
os are now ready aud waiting, ; 

iret there is an old white-halred man fn an 
invalid chair by « email table near the window, a 
a wide embrasure at the. top of the big room. 
Thiste Sir Gordon Bruce, He is paralysed in 
the feet, and can only be wheeled about by an 
attendant who fs always within call or sound of 
the little chased*silvor bell resting on the table 


bm, so that he ean touch her if he 


ra 
e 


In the embrasure, farthest from these two, 
stands the woman who Is Stephen Daunt's wife, 

The fourth occupané elts in an oak sead ab. the 
pry bey gig writing-table jn the centre 
of . Tats gentleman fs Sir Gordon's 
solicitor confidential mah of business; Mr, 
Deayeot, 


Behind him, th another chatr by the high 
carved bookcase, fs the other gentleman who 
panied Mr, Draycot to Pont !'Abbaye and 
also returned with hint and the others, It fe Sir 
Hubert Cafchester, and his presence plays an im- 
rae nt part im this gathering to 

The sixth and last occu ant of the room {fs Miss 
moved, opposed ME yee sy fon 

7 on’ ti oO alde 
of the table, with her usual ‘hard faes and un- 


demeanour. She by a tis 
mac gona a ig 
ve in. at Marles- 

weet tiie hse been interviewed In private by 
Mr. Deayeot, and on condition of her making 
certata ‘admissions whén called upon to do «a, 
t 


she bas succumbed to an which 
her, at any rate, will be an ives tageous tan, 


: 


|} winntog 8 
the astute lawyer, who 


| the room, sit 


to her the utter 


furllity of piing, oe mush Mah serge 
strengthened arguments by promises of a 
pecuniary reward. 


E 


latter may Have been the lass sbraw, and 
tarned * bao eee. ft 
j & more paying game t , 
. Deayoot pat it plafaly that it was 
fa esas punishment, and zo the 
clock at Marleswoode strikes 
drives up to the front steps, 
t jumps down, giving the reins 
to take the dogcart round to the 


The Ubrary door Is sjar, and the inmates of 
there elient!y waiting, hear the 
new-comer ask butler where Sir Gordon Is, 
ae the man takes his bat from bim, and the 
anewer, ‘in the library, slr.” 

Then Stephen walks with quick steps to the 
door, pushes {t open, and comes in. 

** Good-morning, Sir Gordon, T hope there ts 
nothing amis that you have eent--——” | 

He stops suddenly In his sprech as he sees 
‘Sit Gordon Is not alone ; and that there are five 
others beside him fn the room, and five whom he 
never expected to see here, 

“What is this!" he begins, frowning blackly 
and caeting an evil glance round, “ Re i 
Olive—and—good Heaven! and you?” his fell 
glance ab last resting on the pale woman by 
the window. 

“And your wife!” puts {fn the woman 
quickly ; “your wife, Janet Daunt. Yes! we 
are here.” 

The reat of the gathering are silent as yet. 

** What does it mean I should like to ask i” 
he goes on, the black frown still on his brows ; 
but though he asks for information in harsh 
tones he well enough what fb means— 
knows that the stake he has played for fs lost ¢o 
him, and that be has plotted {n vain. 

Atter many years Nemesis fs about to overtake 


those assembled, The game Is up. 

Then as they still remain silent, ho aids,— 

“Te it a conspiracy 3” 

Yes, sir,” puts in Mr. Draycot, rising fron 
his chair and pushing it back, “ff you choose 
to pub it fo that way {b is—a conspiracy to 
defeat your abominable designs, which have 
most unhappily been too successfol until the 
Frou time, and which will now happily be 


“ifite 
» Fes 
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i 


a 
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, + to a conclusion. I beg to tell you, 
.Mr,. Stephen Daunt, that you are unmasked, 
and also that you are a miserable scoundrel and 
@ felon i” 

‘+ You are pleased to make use of strong 
terms, Mr. cot. You, a8 a@ -lawyer, 
abould remember your words are actionable !”’ 
Stephen exclaims with an alr of {neolent 
bravado, 

“ And your deeda of being criminally prose- 
cuted,” returns the lawyer, guletiy, ‘‘I think 
we should win our case sgainst you. Bat 
enough, we are not here to bandy words with a 


blackguard.” 
Stephen locks round the room, and lastly at 


his wife, 
“You she-devil{”. he bursts out savagely, 
* this is your work, I know.” 


5 
: 
E 


be has ged I con tae t 
abe maneged to eecape, wars: you she is 
not to be belleved.”” 

"* Nelther are you [f 1b comes to'that,’’ remarks 
Mr. Draycot. 





Do you authorise this Ineultirg proceeding, 





Sir Gordon?” demands the man, gugrily, of the 
old baronet. ‘‘Is it you who have convened this 
very extraordinary meeting for the purpose 
seemingly of treating me to a pettifogzing lawyer's 
abase? Do you countevance thie mad woman’s 
vagaries as though she were a rane and respona!ble 

m? Ifso, you must beia your dotege. To 
me the whole affair seems atterly devold of sense. 
I might demand an explanation, {f a mad woman's 
fanciful ravings were worth any notice, You will 
find ere long what a folly you have indulged {n hy 
listening to them,” 

To the last be tries to carry » brave front, and 
ignore the trath, but lawardly he recogulses that 
he does bit delay it a few minutee—that the past 
fa going to be raked up, and that he will be able 
to scheme no more, 

“ Pardon me, this lady, your wife, has given us 
& most laocld and clear description of certein 
events which took places a good many years ago 
now, add which are not to your credit by any 
means—a most distinct and Incid account, which 
has been verified by others. It cannot, there- 
fore, be the ravings of a diseased brain, having no 
solid foundation fo fact. No, no; donot waste 
your breath in asserting Ignorance of why you 
have been brought here this morning, which Is 
only feigned, for ft is useless, and wil! deceive no 
one concerned, Lock round this room; see 
those you have fojured by your vile scheming and 
the witnesses to your kuavery {nm the past, 
Bravado will not serve sou sny longer now, Mr. 
Stephen Daunt. Casdit aside as futile,” ends Mr, 
Draycot, with gravity. 

Stephen glares round him like some wild beast 
canght in a trap; then folds his arms acroes his 
chest sud says, In harsh, defiant tones, — 

** OF what am I accused ?” 

There ls a moment's silence ja that long, 
lofty room ; no one stire from their piace. Then 
the lawyer anawere, slowly and with Impressive 
diction, — 

‘SYou are acensed cf frandulently and with 
malice prepense secluding this young lady abroad, 
and preveating her from occupying the position 
which, by birth and heritage, rightfully belongs 
to her, Also of concealing the knowledge of her 
exietence from her grandfather, Sir Edgar 
Bruce, whose legal helresas she ls—the purpose of 
such concealment being to secure to youreelf, the 
next helr-at-law after this young lady, the succes- 
sion of Marleswoode and adjacent property, That 
is our accusation! ” 

“Suppose I deny {t in toto!” returns Stephen, 
fiercely: ‘Suppose I say in my tarn that [tle ali 
a trumped-up story induced by a mad vagrant’s 
fancles, and which you have all refzed wpon wit 
avidity as @ means whereby you can wrest the 
a from me, the only lawful heir! What 
then 1” 

** You might say what you please, Mr. Daunt, 
but it would not alter facts,” says Mr. Drayco?, 
quietly, “I should not advise you to eay any 
such thing, for you could not establish {i as a 
truth,” 


“* Sappose I swear that this girl you have been 
pleased to drag over Marleswoode, at the lustance 
ofa dangerous maniac, to be Introdaced as Sir 
Gordon's new found heir, {e the illegitimate child 
of a certain Oilve Lyster; who was the mistress of 
Sir Hubert Chichester |” 

Sie Hubert starts from the chair where he was 
resting, acd confronted the speaker. 

*tIt’s o Hol” he orles, Indignantiy, “ You 
kuow ft is! Olive Lyster, the mother of this 
girl, was never what you say! She was the 
true and honourable wife of my greatest friend, 
wn lived, Chester Bruce, Sir Gordon's 
son 

“Stay one moment, Sir Haberti” Mz. 
Draycot putes fn at this joncture. “ Before we 
proceed any further, {t¢ would be ae well to eub- 
stantlate our accusation, which Mr. Dannt ssems 
disposed to recelve and regard with such con- 
tumely. For that came purpose we will go back 
{nto this history, and begin at the beginning ; 
that ia, we will begin ab two-and-twenty years 
ago, What were you, snd what position did 
te nn at Marleswoode twenty-two years 
bac’ ”» 


**You seem to know ao minoh already, Mr. 
Draycot, thats I wonder you should consider it 
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necessary to appeal to me for any information 
you may require!” is the sneering answer, of 
which, however, the lawyer takes no heed, but 
continues speaking with the same clear precision 
as before. 

"You were”—he goes on—‘'a cousin of Sir 
Gordon's through a younger branch of the family 
of Brace; a man of no standing or profession 
whom Sir Gordon, ont of” pure good nature and 
desire to provide occupation for one of his own 
blood, though only in a distant degree, allowed 
to live at Marleswoode as a kind of secretary and 
manager of the estate, Sir Gordon himself being 
in ailing health, and desirous of having someone 
whom he could rely on aboub him ; for his son, 
Mr. Chester Bruce, holding a commission In Her 
Msjesty’s army, was never at Marleewoode for 
long bogether, and could not therefore act for bis 
father in the matter of the estate. You, Mr, 
Daunt, then stood almost in the position of s 
second son. Am [I speaking rightly, Sir 
Gordon }” 

*Yeal I regarded him almost as I did my 
owneon, I believed and trusted him,” answers 
the old Baronst, looking with dignified reproach 
at the tall, gaunt, biack-browed figure, standing 
with folded arms a little distance from him. 

*“*When a very young may, aud before he 
came to reside at Marieswoode in the capacity I 
have stated, Mr. Stephen Daunt had married this 
lady here, to whom we owe so much in the 
elucidation of this most unhappy history, t 
she did nob accompany him to Marleswoode 
he went there after Sir Gordon's offer. In fact, 
I believe he remained silent on the subject of his 
marriage, and his wife lived with his sister, Mies 
Rebecca Daunt, in a little fishing hamlet on the 
east coasb,” 

“Yes!” interrupts the woman, as Mr. Dray- 
cot pauses » moment in his narration, “my 
huaband kept me in the background In those 
days, and I lived with his sleter as you say. For 
one thing, he was eahamed of me, for I was nob 
® lady born, remember-—only an artist’: model 
when he fell in love with me, and because I 
would be nothing to him but his wife married 
me, though I was several years older than him- 
self, He acon tired of my beauty. I was beaatiful 
then, though there are no traces left of It now. 
Who of you at my age, after belng shut up for 
years with manfacs whom you shaddered to be 
with, would not be 9s J am now, a faded, wretched 
woman? I tell you it was an eternity of horrible 
elghts and sounds’’—with a shudder, “ Another 
thing why he tired of me was that I fell into bad 
hegith. The doctors said it was want of circn- 
lation to the brain, and my memory was bad. 
It had fits and starts of forgetfulness and re- 
membrance, and at times my memory and mind 
were s blank. Still I was never fit for a mad- 
house,” with energy. 

“We can all sympathise with your sufferings, 
Mrs. Daunt, which you appear to owe entirely to 
your husband's tender care and solicitade,” says 
Mr. Draycot, with sarcastic inflexlon, 

“Yes ; he soon tired of me, and would 
have rid himself of me if he could, I know 
well, But I was his wile, and 
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that would mean rulnation f 
what he may do for me? 
will eee what can be done.’ 
and do az he said, Bat it ts 
the history not you, slr, You 
already in writing.” 

"© Well, we will now proceed to another 
of the history. Sir Gordon was very anxious 
that his only son, Cheater, should marry and 
settle down ; for in the event of his nob doing 
so, and having no children, the Marleawoode 
estate would, after this duly son’s death, pass 
away to another branch of the Bruce family, 
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failing whom {t might, by some untoward event, 
fall to this cousin, Stephen Daunt ; but that was 
such 8 remote possibility that no one contem- 
plated such a contingency at this time, not even 
Stephen Daunt himeelf. It was altogether ont- 
side the range of probability. Sir Gordon had 
already set his mind upon an alliance for his son 
Chester, and fully expected him to fall in with 
his wishes on the subject ; for Chester had always 
been a dutiful and obedient son, never atterapting 
te cross his father, who treated him in return 
with the greatest Mberallty. However, when, 
during one leave, he broached the wish of his 
heart, and, In fact, almost made it a command, 
his son flatly declined the alllance formed for 
him, and when his father angrily demanded to 
know the reason of his refusal, alleged thad he 
preferred remaining single, and had no desire 
to marry ab all. I hope I have not placed this 
portion of the history in too strong a light, 
Sir Gordon?” ingalred Mr. Draycot of the old 
baronet, 

“No, Mr. Draycot, not at all,” acqulesces Sir 
Gordon, sorrowfully, “I own to belog harsh 
and overbearing to my dear son Chester at that 
time, but he had never set his will sgainst 
mine before, and it angered me, It hasbeen a 
matter of very great regret to me since, If I 
had bat been less tyrannical then he might have 
told me all; and any I own I may have been 
terribly angry at first I think I should have for- 
given him in the end, for he was wy only child, 
and I loved him,” ends the old man, with keen 
regret in hie volce. 

*'Yee, Sir Gordon, fi was a pity as things 
turned ont afterwards, I confess,” retarns the 
lawyer ; “still we are all wrong sometimes. It 
would have altered events wonderfaily, and 
turned them into a completely different channel, 
bad you known, as Sir Hubert Chichester, who 
was your son’s greatest friend at that time of his 
life, now Informs us your lamented son confided 
to him {1 strictest confidence, which, of course, 
precluded any thought on his part of breaking. 
Mr, Chester Brace, on his arrival home,had gone 
to his friend Sir Hubert, whom he knew he could 
rely on and trust fn-any eniergency, and told 
him that he had obtained leave of absence, 
though at a critical time, which might necess!- 
tate bis recall at any moment, for the express 
— of breaking to his father, who he feared 
might be angry at nob having been consulted on 
such @ matter first, the facb of his having 
married oat in India an orphan daughter of a 
brother officer, who died suddenly of heart 
disease, leaving her without a sixpence or a pro- 
tector in the world but himself. Was {t not so, 
Sir Habert?’’ 

‘‘ Oertalnly, Mr. Drayoot, Chester dwelt mach 
upon the complete loneliness of this poor be- 
reaved girl, to whom he was ‘tenderly attached 
prior to her father’s sudden death, that li 
there seemed to be nothing but to make her 
wife at once. So they were married very quietly, 
without anyone being made aware of 1b; and ae 
the doctors warned him that she was far too 
delicate for the Indian climate, where the regi- 
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ing his African brothers into the shade. When 
clothed In his new winter coat of rich dark 
brown fur, which even covers his knees, he is 
doubly imposing. A string of fifteen to twenty 
camele is 
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to the nose of the the tall of the 
second, and so on to the last which wears a 
large bell around bis £0 the Mongo! 
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A aoe 60 soon as bees begin Sigteg to g-, 
time they will search for water. tely 
necessary that gigi ag. Cage 
In preparing food the young bees nee 
water and honey, and if they are not gathering 
nectar from flowers, but are drawing on the 
honey in the hive, they must have water to dilute 
fb in the preparation of food for thelr young 
When bees are gathering honey from flowers, the 
moving on thay gathes Ue cusses 2 ee cent- 
eh ym ing ges ves 
a “one | 

near the aplary as possible, Watering troughs for 
stock or large tanks 
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FPAOETLE. 


Mxzs, Wick: “‘ Who shall decide when doctors 
disogree?” Mr. Wick: “ The coroner, I guess,” 
Wines: 'Minke has been aging very rapid! 
du the past few years.” Jinks: “ Yes, be 

must be building a house,” 

“T say, father, what is an adult?” “ An adolt, 
Jimmy, isa parson who doesn’t kick out a good 
pair of shoes every two weeks,” 

Mrs. Pgchuam: "I never told you how my 
hosband proposed to me, did I?” Mrs, Dasbum: 
“No; did he propose to you }” 

Bonss: ‘Clothes do not make the man,” 
Dobbs : ‘No ; but many a lawyer has been made 
by a good suit,” 

Cryic: ‘' Now that Aunfe bas broken her en- 
gsgemens, do you still conelder her such 9 saint} ”’ 
Dejected : “ Yee, too good to be true.” 

Hs: * They eay, dear, that people who live 
together geb In time to look exactly alike.” Sha? 
“Then you must consider my refusal final,” 

‘Tas is a hard world,” murmured the young 
man. “Yes,” replied she, ‘' one doesn't realice 
hew hard ib is till one falls off a bicycle on a 


slippery road!” 


" Yas, Bobby, all these beantifal silk dresses 
of maine came from a poor, insiguificaat worm |” 
— metuma; and papa is the worm, isn’t 

Mrs Gapp;: “You do nob show your age at 
all,” Mrs. Gabb (delighted): ‘*Don’h I?” Mra, 
Gadd: “No; I see you've scratched it our of 
your family Bible,” 

"On, but he’s not a real poet.” “Why?” 
“Here fsa place where he makes wind rhyme 
with sloned instead of blind or find, or something 
of that kind.” 

Mrs, Peck: “You know very well, Henry, 
that. I'm @ woman cf few words,” Henry: 
“True, Fhe dear ; but the few are shamefally 
overworked.” 


“We don’t hear you slog nowadays, Miss 
Madeline.” ‘‘ My doctor has strictly forbidden 
me to practise.” ‘' Does he live in the neigh- 
bourhood 3" 

Isaacs: ‘I hear you are trying to change 
your name to‘ Rose.’ J hope youare not ashamed 
of your race.”’ Rosenstein: ‘‘Solt’nly nov, Bat 
vat ie de use of vasting all dot ink }” 

Visitor (to sexton digging grave in church- 
yard): “Who's dead}” Sexton: “ Old Squire 
Thornback.” Visitor: ‘‘What complaint?” 
Sexton (without looking up): “ No complaint ; 
everybody satisfied,” 

New Boanpsr: “I s’pose you like boarders 
who will eat anything that’s seb before them, 
and not grumble?” Mrs, Slimdlet: “ Biess 
you, no! I'd much rather they’d grumble and 
not eat,” 

FATHER : Be» 5 son, do you not know that 
most of the men of ding Beery hag 
Small Son: “ Yer.” “ And yet, tend of caving 
your pennies, you « them.” ‘* Yes, father, 
When I start fa life I want to begin poor.” 

Foppy: “ Honest, now, what kind of weather 
do you Hike best?” Daddy: “ That fs a subject 
that has bothered me a great deal. On mature 


weather we are not having at the time.” 

Suz: No, I like you very much Indeed; 
but I can never marry a spendthrift.” He: 
"How do you know I am a« ependthrift!” 
She: ‘‘ By the way you have been wasting money 
op me,” 


Frrpy;: “In prehietoric days, ide, there 
were birds two hundred feet ee Gaide : 
aot peices nyt ay as they 

% lovg, sonny, was ‘ou orter 
rv oe days y 

TAGE Manacer: “By Jove, there's a nice 
wie, agen, 

Eb} ’s upt” “The hero and the 


Honcry Hawkes; “Indeed, sir, I've got a | 
hungry family at home whe don’t know where | 





‘7 onpgrstany [t was @ case of love at firat 
sight,” he said, ‘'It was,” replied the dearest 


their next mesl’s coming from.” Whitman: | friead of the woman In question. ‘If he had 
" Jost my case. My wife fell out with our regular | looked a second time he never could have fallen 


butcher to-day.” 

“ Papa,’, sald little four-year-old Margie, ‘1 | 
think you are jast the nicest man in the whole | 
world.” “And I think you are the nicest litt | 
girl in the world,” replied her father. ‘' Course | 
Iam,” sald . © Ain’s it queer how such | 
nice people happen to get into the same family. _ 

Miss Matson: “Exeuse my Ignorance, but | 
ought I to call you Mr. Bones or Doctor Bones j” | 
The doctor (irascibly): ‘'Ob, call me anything | 
you like; some of my friends call me an old 
idiot,” Miss Maison: “Ah! but those are only | 
people who know you intimately.” 

“Now,” sald Mr, Meekton, as he put on his 
hat and pulled on his gloves, ‘‘I must go home 
and explain to Henrietta,” ‘Is she demanding | 


an explanation ?” "' Certainly,” “ Whatabout!” | 


| fo love with her.” 

Mrs, Mutvaney: “An’ how do yer husband 
and yerself get slong tegether, Mra, O'Brien ? 
Good, I hops.” Mrs, O Brien: “Oh, yis; very 
good, Mrs. Mulvaney. Here we've bin married 
goln’ on six monthr, an’ I ain’t had to call in the 
police but twice,’ 

Hoxo: ** Hev yer got any kind of a job jou 
want done, lady?” Housekeeper: “I'm sorry, 
poor man, to have to disappoiat you.” Hobo 
** Dat’s all right, lady. I jest wanted ter find 
out If I could take asleep in de next lot here 
widout bein’ worrled by offers of work.” 

Gerenat (bo officer ab the front): “How was 
ib, alr, you halted your men when they were 
making such a splendid charge on the enemy }” 
Colonel: “I did nob halt my men, sir ; someone 





“My dear sir, how do I kuow? Itaven’s been | range bell.” ‘Rang a bell | What on earth has 
home yet.” | thad got to do with 161”. “ Why, you see, alr, 
Mr. Hansom: “I like Misa Sweetie’: faco, | the horses belonged toa London tramway com- 
She looks tender-hearted.” Rival Belle: “Ob, | pay, and of couree they stopped.” 
she Is, She has ten of the most disagreable,| A reactsn In a certain echoo! recently received 
vtuffy old aunts you ever eaw, and she’s just too | the following note from the mother of a boy who 
sweet for anything with them. I expect when | had been absent for a day or two: ‘‘Dere Mam, 
ahe gets married they’il ali live with ber.” | plese eggscuse Willy, He didn’t hav bat one 
Aur: “I see you have a new young man | pare of troweers, an’ I kep him home to wash 
vieltirg you now, He's» professional man, isn’t | and mend them, and Mra, O'toole’s cow come and 
het" Jess: “My, no! He's too young to bs | eb them up off the lino, and that awd to be 
more than an amateur.” Amy: “Don't be | eggscuse ennff, goodness nose, Yours with re- 
facetions, What's his fession$” Jeas ; | speck—Mre. 3.” 
** Really, I don’t know, I 
of his calling,” | dog pap you bought!” Dick: “Lost over & 
Hossanp;: © What siuff this padding is! | hundred per cent. on the transaction.” Jack : 
Where did you get the recipe!” Oaltured Wife “Surely not, A handred per cent. is all 
(calmly): ‘When speaking of directions for pre- you cau possibly lose.” Dick: “ Think so, Lo 
paring foods you should say recelpt, When | you? Well, ! paid ten shillings for the pup aud 
referriog to medical prescriptions you may, if | then I bad to give a boy a shilling to take him 
you choose, use the term recipe, from the Latin | outand drown him. If that isn’t a hundred aad 
recipere—take,” Hasband: “I used the word | ten per cent, loss, I don’t know what you call 
correctly. This pudding fs a dose.” j 16," 
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SOCIETY. 


Tie Qaeen will proceed to Osborne about 
Toesday, July 17vh, and Intends to realde In the 
Isle of Wight for six weeks before going to 
Scotland for the autumn. 

Tus yachting season at Osborne will, {tb fs 
expected, be a particularly By one, if the 
German Emperor and Crown Prince come over 
for ft. 

His Masesty the Saltan of Tarkey will cele- 
brats his Silver Jabilee on Agguat 31sb next In 
characteristic fashion, The officials who sur- 
cound the Sultan are organising « system of 
“voluntary” presentations in honour of the 
occasion. 

Ir fs stated at the Swedish Court that King 
O:car, next autumn, will entertain at his annual 
shooting party In the Island of Hven, fn the 
Sound, which Is preserved Crown property, the 
Peinee of Wales, the Tear, the Kaiser, the Kings 
of Denmark and Gceece, with many other 
Princes, 

Tre Princess of Wales has a regular museum 
of the hats and bonnets she has worn during the 
lavt thirty years as a leader of London fashions, 
When the hat has ceased to be of eervica 1b fs 
carefally lavelled, dated with the season of Its 
ase, and put away. 

THE young Queen of Helland has been most 
carefally bronght up. She rises very early—- 
between six and seven—-has breakfast an hour 
ister, and then attends to her studies, As a 
litle girl she used to recelve the same punish- 
ment for belng nanghts as any other c of leas 
exalted station, 

THE present King of Spain supplies the only 
Instance of a child who was born a King. He 
esme into the world six months after the death 
of his Royal father, and ab once became posesasor 
of the throne. The young King’s alster, Princess 
Mercedes, was Queen of Spain for elx months 
previous to her brother’s birth. 

The little Grand Dachess Olga of Russia may 
be sald to be the richest baby in the world. 
The week she was born £1,000,000 wae settled 
on her, and it fs eaid that this huge eum was 
eafely inveated in British and French securities. 
For in a country like Rusefa no one knows what 
may happen to members of the relgning honse, 

When the Qaesn is staying fm town, the 
Royal Mews euddenly acquire a very great 
importance, and {t says much for those who 
have charge of all the arrangements that no 
accident hasever yeh befallen the Royal equipage, 
though ft wonld be difficult) to imagine more 
widely different routes than that which has to 
taken by Her Majesty’s horses when the Court Is 
fa London and that which is traversed by them 
dally at Windsor, Osborne, and Balmoral, The 
Buckingham Palace stables were ballt when 
George the Fourth was King, but twenty yeara 
later, when the @ucen and Pcince Albert made 
ail kinds of changes of fxaportance to the Palace, 
the mews were also partially rebuilt, In the 
fine seb of cosch-houses are kept lonumerable 
equip ges, including the old state carriage, The 
dast time the old carrlage was used waa on the 
ocension of the marringe of the Dake of York, 
it may be doubted whether this Cinderella coach 
will ever be seen fn the etrests of London 
Its weight ts four tons, it cost nearly £8,000, 
and was designed one hundred and fifty years 
ago, It was in the old state carriage that Her 
Majesty rode to the Coronation. 


IKE the King of Denmark, the Qaeen Its}: 


anzlous that as many of her children, grand- 
children, and great-grandchildren as can con- 
veniently visit her should be gathered round her 
this summer in celebration of her elghty-first 
birthday. Ab leash seven of her grandchildren 
from abroad will visit her si Osborne, whither, 
too, the German Crown Prince fs coming, and 
there will be many more great-grandchildren 
beside the eldest son of the Kaleer, Ab lenst 
one child of each of Her Majesty’s own children 
evill be with her, and 9!1 who are married will 
in turn bring one of thelr children, so that 
there fs a very interesting family gathering for 
the Q seen to antic!pate. 





STATISTICS. 


- SINGLE swallow will devour 6,900 files In 
a day, 

Two hundred thousand lle are shot 
every year round the coasts of Britain. 

Tr fe calculated that the salt and other solid 
matter contalued In the ocean would be suffi- 
elent to entirely cover the dry land with a 
layer 200 yards deep, 





GEMS. 


Eypvrayce is nobler than strength and 
patience than beauty. 

WE aleep, but the loom of life never stops ; 
and the pattera which was weaving when the 
aun when down ts weaving when {t comes up 
to-morrow, 

Tr {s not enough that fn following his occu- 
pation the worker Incidentally helps the world 
along; what is required {s that he desires to 
do, plans ‘to do {t, and finds a large part of 
his reward In the consclousness of having 
done It, 

Nor only the gifts which descend upon us, 
but those which press so heavily upon others, 
will weigh upon every generous ard feeling 
heart. And here {bt may seem lees easy to bury 
them in action, becanee the problems they in- 
volve are often hard to solve, Yet this ehould 
ba, nob a cause for useless lamentatfon, but a 
epur to us to increase our knowledge. 





HOUSEHOLD TREASURES. 


Arpite Tapioca Pare and carefaily core the 
apples whole ; eet them In 9 deep baking-dish, 
and fill up each core with butter and sugar, and 
to each apple add one dessertspoonfal of tapioca ; 
then fil] the dish nearly to the top of the apples 
with cold water; bake till the apples are 
thoronghly done; serve cold with rich cream 
sweetened and flavoured with wine and nutmeg, 

BromzD Happocok.—Sslect small haddocks, 
as they are much more delicate than large ones, 
Pat the fish {n a frylog-pan fn cold water skin 
sideup, and bring slowly to the boiling point; 
drain, wipe dry, rub over with butter and broll 
to # nice brown, Serve with maitre d’bitel 
butter, in which pepper, salt, lemon-jufce, and 
chopped parsley has been worked tu proportions 
to sults-the taste. 

Apaicot Sanpwicnes.—Isgredients: Devon- 
shire cream, apricot jam, brown bread, butter, 
Method: Cub thin slices of brown bread and 
butter, spread half with apricot jam, then with 
Devonshire cream. Lay other slices of bread 
and butter on top, press together, and cub Into 
finger lengths. ‘The apricots in the jam must be 
broken up, so that there are no Inmpe, and, If 
liked, thin elicss of cream cheese can take the 
place of the clotted cream, 

Losster Sauce, — Ingredients: One small 
lobabter, two ounces of batter, one ouncs of flour, 
half teaspoonful of lemon-jaice, ealt and cayenne, 
one tableepoonfal of. cream, lf bie, half a 
pint of the a fu which the brill waa boiled. 
Remove the flesh from the lobster, and cut ib up 
into neat little pleces, If there ia any coral 
pound {t with half an ounce of the batter, and 
rab ft through # sleve. Now take a clean sance- 
pan, put the rest of the butter fn, and let ft 
melt; then stir the flour smoothly in and the 
half-pint of liqaor, Stir well over the fire till 
{tb bolls, Now put in the lobster, lemon-jaice, 
and salt and cayenne to taste, Add by degrees 
the butter you pounded with the coral, and, If 
poeslble, cream. If there be no coral, a little 
essence af anchovy may be added to Improve the 
colour. . 





MISCELLANEOUS. 


A Srate lanch in China contains 146 disher. 
Tex custom of throwing rice at weddings 
originated in China. 


Ratyprors are sald to be hollow, as they fail 
to entirely wet the circle upon which each fails. 

Execrric ambulances are to be used In Sb, 
Lonls, They will run, when possible, on the 
lines of the street tramways. 


bya ed rim, 
Sheough qhidh the overflowing aid returns to 
the pot. 

Tux earliest authenticated sea-fight is sald to 
have been that between the Corlathians and the 
Corcyreans, in which the former conquered— 
664 BO. s 

Oysters cannot live in the Baltle Sea. The 
reason is that it is not salt enough, They can 
only live in water that contains at least - 
seven parts of salt in every 1,000 parts of water. 


, and the other to be 
t cannot be dropped or 


with the ring on the 
attached to the wrist. 
wrenched away. 


Sruntep doga are very much admired by 
Parisian ladies. The demand for them fs met by 
at least forty 6 dog dwarfers,” who 

up the pups on an alcoholic diet, which 
has the effect of stunting them. 
outed teumiacbiesbele ceca erat 
8 
Ee Dredlon » thsead from ft bas 
been produced so fine and silky that. a length of 
eixty railes only welghs forty ounces. 
i -vessel of any 
Great Harry.” was a 
double-decker, and was buflt in 1509. She had 
a capacity of 1,000 tons, carried 30 guns, was 
138 ft, long, 38 tt, bear, and cost £14,000, 


An ordimatiée fn force In Chicago prohibits the 
erection of baildings higher than 150 ft, above 
the street surface, This does not refer to spires, 
domes, and cupolar. In streeta not more than 
80 ft, wide, the height of a building fs limited to 
125 fe 


Marr yok md mreth sounds. 

la can uce -drawe n ranging 
meet an octave. Ovhers, notably two species 
of ophidam, havé sound-produciog apparatae, 
contisting of emall movable bones, which can be 
made to lace ® sharp rattle, The curfous 
drumming” made by called um- 
brivas ekn be heard from a depth of twenty 
fathoms, . 
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NOTICES TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


E. M.—Probably in Madrae. 

Lat.—Not without his consenf. 

Ros.—No stamp is required on a will. 

R. J.—The charge is not unreasonable. 

L, M.—Apply to any of the large general booksellers. 
Axx10U8,—You can do nothing unless you employ a 


Grace.—Boak the articles fn salt.and water before 

A. §.—Advertise that you will sell it unless claimed 
within a month. 

R. M.—We can advise application to a fret-class 
ot take me 


Dovsrron —Yes, and he onght to do it whether he 
can be compelled or not. 

Qurnist.—The word “ patent ” is properly pronounced 
with the « broad—pa- 

A Reapgn.—The father must either pay mother for 
child, or take him from her. ‘ 


Asxious Oxe,— Seattnvece Rogreminn,qieys 
that of a bon 4-fide » may be for rent, 4i-- >. 


L @— to the of the church in the 
parish whate the birth tock plood. He may help you.| j 
Briiz.— Borax makes a better pabies ponter Dan 
soda, as it is a neutral salt and will uot injure the 


Wittiam.— Unless your wife refuses altogether" to live 
with you we do mot see that you have any legal 
redress, 


A. M.-—Iron or steel immersed warm in a solution of 

carbamate of nga (epehtny opt) MER fery minates will 

CantER.—It is foolish to have! an 
If you take 


M. M—You might try melting all together in a 
ficiently large vessel stand ‘water bath, 
cofllatly large Sousa standing ins hot-wa 


to do with 
you must abide 


Datsy.—Olean by rn them with half a lemon 
in salt. T then be washed with pure 

water, and dried polished with a soft cloth. 

U: foe win’ the © 

HAPPY, rte young iat to tn ofa 
fit sddtenees moni a Proceeding, 

B. BY down. the darkness of {the skin 
over the by. with cornflour or 
a teal aren czgtehng scam | 


y.—We should advise Zongiate wien 
ace Soy 
84u.— hart hems Sep Lilo i de 
The queeticas bo be dlanteoed os 


is the suitableness of the 
Person in other respects, 
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Inrenusten.—Your friend may be able to secure a 

with a theatrical company through & 

ad agency, and, if she talent, combined 

with industry and patience, can gradually work her 
way up in the professton. 

8. P.—Such a sentence as ‘' the French Government” 
may be used in the singular or plural sense acoording to 
the meaning to be conveyed. If you are speaking of the 
individuals, you would say ‘‘they have,” if of the 
Government as a whole you would say ‘it has.” 

8. 0.—To keep butter cool and sweet in hot weather, 
fill a box with sand to within an inch or two of the 
9; aes Oe bee oe > ee rand, and theo 
tho: with cold water. Gover 
the box down tightly from the air, It may be kept in 
the pantry, ; 

Parn.—There is no means known té us by which you 
can possibly hops to work your way out to South 


Africa ; companies are deluged with 

done trom Proploequalty unlortunate with yourcel, all 

eager to seck renewed health and fortune In that land 
M. @.—The Maxim gun {s automatic ; es many as 620 


shots minute have been fired from it, and it is 
yn eet if destred, the shootiog can 





be the sing of a button, thus enabling 
the firing individual shots as from 
a rife as long as he ~ 
Awwz.--Pot them ina saucepan In cold water with a 
little sods, boil for ten minutes or quarter of an hour, 
and then wash in clean hot water without soap, rinse 
and dry. If Were very greasy to with, you 
may need to & little soda to waeabing water as 


my over street ; 
And my heart turns back, o'er the dusty track, 
From the city’s whirl and jar, “> 
To the fair greon fields, and the shady lanes, 
the and far. 


blooms. 
The sturdy mowers, with shining 


blades 
How they glittered and 4 in the sun |), 
og trudged in the 





equal parts of vine an 
a mloutes, will cleanse 
than anything Especially 


aS € 





Ivqumers.-—'‘Animaloule’ is a term. etymologically 
applicable to any very emall anima) and limited in 
actual use to those which are microscopical; such 
exist in prodigious numbers, and of many different 
kinks, their size being auch that multitudes of thera can 
find ample space for all the movements of an active lifo 
within a single drop of water. They abound chiefly 
wherever there fs moisture, 


M. D.—A son fs no way or degree responsible for o 
mother’s debts, except ho takes possession of any money 
or goods she haa left, and then be is Hable up to the 
value of what he receiver, no further ; the woman's 
foneral and death-bed expenses, then house rent, come 
frat in that order ; if theso oxhaust value, son's reply 
_ creditors is, he bas no tetate to pay them 


Eva.-—Take half a cupful cf butter, one supfal of 
suger, half a cupful of milz, two cupiuls of flour and 
two teaspoonfuls of baking powder. Bake in two 
layers and spread chopped pinocapple between the layer® 

the cage ie cold. The recipe ie very popular down 
where the pines grow, out any recipe for strawberry 
shortcake will do as well by sub:tituting the pine for 
the berries. 


Farsy.—You can clean a shiny-looking bisck eilk 
most effectively by boiling old black kid gloves in a 
little water and spopglog the Uquor inte the silk and 
then pressing quickly, Yullera’-carth will help to 
remove grease and soot marks. SBenzine wil] often 
remove spots; but you must be very carefal to rnb 
towards the centre of the spot, and uct outward, or the 
clean material is stained. 


Atim.--You can quite well clean these at home, if 
you do not mind a trouble. First rub well with cream 
of tarter and cold water mixed toa rather thick paste, 
Leave for an hour, then rnb with powdered alom and 
fallers’-earth mixed iu cqual parts. Next day brush 
them with a clean, soft brush till gil the powder te 
remayed, and rub with fine ostmeal, to which a little 
poe | or prepared chalk Las been added, wiping 

cff with a dry cloth. 

Baxupa,—-The great things to remember are not. te 
rab soap on the material, but to dissolve it in the water 
before putting in the blouse; to dpish washing one 
blouse before beginning another: +» have washing and 
rinsing water of the same temperature; and to add @ 
very little soap to tho latter, as flannel blouses, like 
blankets, are softer and look nicer done {in this way 
than if rinsed in clear water. Nemly dry out of doors 
in a windy but shady place, and then tron on the 
wrong side with a moderately hot iron. 


Manx,—General Buller relloved Ladysmith; hie 
Movement to that end was successful, and he must 
have reached the beleaguered town even if Lord 
Roberts bad not previously relieved Kimbeiley; the 
Boers knew the game wae up, and bad begun to with- 
draw their heavy guns from Ladysmith before the news 
about Kimberley and Cropje’s surrender reached them ; 
but Lord Roberta’ operations made the latter part of 
Buller’s task Nghter ; they spared him a stiff final fight 
with hie eneray. 


A. J,—First brush all the dust out carefully and rip 
off the bindings or trimmings, carefully picking out 
threads, Fill a pail hal! foll of warm rain water and 
put in a tablespoonful of pearline ; then fmmerse the 
bat in it, moving it up and down until every fibre ie 
wet, Lift it out of the water, lay it wpon a board or 
table, and brush it thoroughly with a stiff bruah. After 
all the dirt is removed, rinse it in clean warm water. 
Allow {t to drip for a few minntes and then fron it, 

g @ thin cloth between the straw and tho fron 

the crown over a bow), and when this is done 
préss the brim, using the bare iron on the wrong side 
to make it stiti. 


Bussi%.—Before painting or gliding, so much of the 
adia to be covered, and slightly beyond ite out- 
must be sized. This is to stop absorption, and to 
prevent the oil from runalvg. A preparation for the 
ay et sold at artists’ colour shops, oy may be made 
iy wing isinglaes in water, or by boiling down 
Gnttings of parchment. For gildering or silvering, olf 
gold size can be used on this ground ; and for ne 
ordinary tube ofl colours. To prevent atacking, care 
must be taken not to lay on the colour too thickly, but 
te thin it down well with turps. Itis better to attain 
the desired depth cf colour by two thin coats than by 
one thick one. As regards varnish—if the edlours are 
found to dry ¢qually dead throughout, varnishing 
becomes siraply a question of taste. Some prefer the 
dead painting, which shows equally In all lights. 





Tax Lorpow Rrapxn can be sent to any part of the 


free, Three-halfpence Weekly ; or Quarter! 
One and Eightpence. The fee ph sew A 
for the Montily P: including © Part, ia 
Hight Shillings and Eighpenss, post-free, 


Att Back Noumerns, Parts and Votumes are ia 
print, and may be had of any Buokscllera, 


NOTIOR.—Part 470 is Now Ready, price Stirpence, 
post free Hightpence. Also Vol. LEAIIL, bound tu 
cloth, 48, 64. 

Tux INDEX ro Vou. LXXIIT. is now Ready; Price 
One Penny, post-free, Three-Halfpence. 


Aut, Larrers TO Bs AppRessep To THE Eviron 
or Lonpom Raapre, 26, Catborine Street, Strand, 


sae cannot underteko to return rejected manu. 
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HAIRWASH, FOR WASHING FLANNELS, WOOLLENS,. BLAN- 
KETS, JERSEYS, SWEATERS, HOSIERY, LACE CURTAINS, ée., de. 


Sold by all 


A NOVEL WASHING 
PREPARATION, 
POSSESSING THE 
HIGHEST DETERGENT 
PROPERTIES IN A 
CONQENTRATED 
FORM. INVALUABLE 
FOR THE BATH, FOR 
THE TOILET, FOR 
SHAMPOOING, FOR 


Grocers and Oiimen. 


Manufactured by 
* LEVER BROTHERS LIMITED, 
Port Sunlight, Cheshire. 




















zw. KEEPS THE SKIN COOL 


inp. AND it entirely re- 
. REFRESHED ence all HEAT, 
is IRRITATION, 
: HEAT OF SUMMER, SUNBURN, RED- 

,|NESS, ROUGH- 
5a NESS, etc., and 


DURING THE 








PEPPER’S TONIC 


CURES DYSPEPSIA, HYSTERIA, NERVOUS COMPLAINTS. 
SHILLING BOTTLES. 


== SULPHOLINES= 
=. LOTION 





ENTIRELY FADE AWAY. 








no skill to use. 
_ 12 Curters In Box, Free 
"by Post for 8 
Otall 
Dealera. 


R. HOVENDEN & SONS LTD. 
Bernars 
Oty Ro. Be bee 


“ATLAS” LOOK SUILOH 


chine Warkste Hees soa Q/. 
P.O. for one month [- 


Balance a2 
ree eaiie 
Tam ATLAS” 














7" Fo nme eomeatine 





A BEAUTIFUL COMPLEXION. 
ERUPTIONS, PIMPLES 
KEATINCS | 
P © Ww D E RI 








London: ore SS eg and Kiweea, Lang Acre. 








